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FITZ-BOODLli PAPERS/ 


FITZ-BOODLIVS CONFESSIONS. 


I'F^KFACIO. 


Geor^f rif::-B(Jodk, r<iqur.c. to Oiii\r Yorlcr, Emre. 

OmM'.M Cm P : Mny :'0. i3« 

D RAR sir ,—1 luivr always boon considiavci ibj* third-Ix’st 
wliRt'player in bairope, ami (ibough neviT bi-tiinfj more 
llu'n live ptmnds) have for many years pa*l added con'^idorabl) 
to my >caily income bv my skill in the g:uno, until the conimence- 
rneiilof the present season, when a French gentleman, Monsieur 
]..dou(‘tte, ^vas admitled to tlie oliib where J usually play. 
skill and reputation were .^o great that no men of the Club were 
inclined to play against us two of a side ; and the consequence 
h.us been, that tve have been in a manner pitted ngairist tine 
another. Ry a .stmnge turn of luck (for I cannot admit the idea 
cf his superiority), F< rtunc, since the Frenchman's arrival, has 
b<*en almost con'.t.iTitly against rue, and 1 have lc).-,t iwo-and- 
thiny nights in the course of**a oaiple <>l '■■core of nights' play. 

F.verybody knows that I am a [looi man ■, and so much has 
Lalouette's luck draiivd my finance*, that only last week T wa- 
obliged to give him that grey cob on which you have 

seen me rirJing in the Fark (1 c.in’t afford a thorough-bred, and 
ii'ilc a cocktail),—I was, I say, forced to give him up my cob in 
exchange for four ponies wliich 1 owe<i him. 'Huls, as I never 
walk, being a heavy man whom nobi^dy cares tt* mount, my 
time hangs heavily on my hand'*; and as I hate home, or that 


* The “ FIl7-liijodl(i Papers' 
ihe year 184-.?. « ' 


fir-.t appo.iretl in Ftrisors f.n 
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apology for it—a bachelor’s lotlgings—and tis I have nothing 
earthly to do now unisl I can afford to purchase another horse, ^ 
I spend my time in sjinntcring from one club to another, passing 
many rather listless hours in them before the men come in. 

, You will say. Why not take to backgammon, or tfcart6, or 
amuse yourself with a book? Sir (putting out of the question 
the fact that I <lo not play upon credit), T make a point never 
to play before candles are lighted; and as for books, T mu«:t 
canflidly confess to you I am not a reading man. 'Twas but 



the other day that some one recomin('nded me to read your 
Magazine after dinner, saying it contained an exceedingly witty 
article upon—I forget what. I give you my honour, sir, that 
f took up the work at six, meaning to amuse myself till .seven', 
when Lord 'rrumpington's dinner w.as to come off, and egad ! 
in two minutes f fell asleep, and never woke till midnight. 
Nobody ever thought of looking for me in the library, where 
nobody ever goes ; and so ravenously hungry was T, that I wa*; 
obliged to walk off to Crockford’s for supper. 

What i.s it that makes you literary persons .so stupid? I have 
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met various individuals in society who I was told were writers 
* of books, and that sort of thing, and expecting rather to l>e 
•amused by their conversation, have invariai^ly found them dull 
to a degree, and as for information, without .\ particle of it. 
Sir, I actually asked one of the.^c fellows, “ W'hat wa^ the nick 
to seven?" and he stared in my face, and said he didn’t'knovv. 
He was hugely overdressed in satin, lings, chaias, and so fortli; 
rtiifl at the beginning of dinner was disposed to be rather talk¬ 
ative and pert; but my little .s.ally silenced Aif/t, 1 promise you, 
and got up a good laugli at his ex^xinse loo. “ lo^ave George 
alone," said little Ix>rd t’inqhars, “ I warrant he'l', be a match 
for any of you literary fellows." f’inqbars is no giejl wiseacre ; 
but, indeed, it requires no great wiseacre to know //in/. 

Wliat is the simple deduction to 1)5 drawn irom thi.i truth ? 
Why, thih—that a man, to be amusing and well-informed, has 
♦lo need of hooks at all, and had much better go to the world 
and to men for his knowledge. I'hcrc was Uly.s.ses, now, the 
< I reek fellow engaged in the Trojan war, as I dare say you 
know; w'ell, he was tlie clevere.st man possible, and how? 
I' l oni having .seen men and cities, their manners noted and their 
reo'ins surveyed, to be sure. So have I. 1 have been in every 
capital, and can order a dinner in every language in Murupe. 

My notion, then, is this. I have a great deal of spare time 
on my hands, and as I am told you pay a handsome sum to 
persons writing for you, I will furnish you occa.sionally with 
some of my views upon men and things ; occasional histories 
of my acquaintance, which I think may amuse you; personal 
n.irratives of niy own ; essays, and what not. 1 am told that 
I do not .spell coi icctly. This, of ccnirsc, I don't know ; but 
you will remember that Richelieu and Marlborough could not 
.spell, and, egad ! 1 am an honest man, and desire to Ijo no 
better than they. 1 know that it is the matter, and not the 
manner, which is of importance. ILivc the goixlness, then, to 
let one of your understiappcrs correct tiie S{ 5 elling ami the 
grammar of luy papers; and you can give him a few shillings 
in my name for hi.s trouble. 

lagging you to accept the assurance of my high consideration, 
1 am. sir, your obedient servant, 

GLORcr. Sav.\(;k Fi rz-lioonn.. 

—By tac w'ay, f have said in my letter that 1 foiinrl a// 
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literary persons vulgar and <lull. I’ermit me to contradict this 
with regard to yourself. 1 met you once at Dlackwall. I tliink i 
it was. and really did not remark anything offensive in your« 
accent or appearance. 

Hki'ore conmiencing tho series of moral disquisitions, &c., which 
I intend, the reader may as well know who I am, and what ray 
past course of life has been, 'lb say that 1 aui a Fitz-Botxile is 
to say at once that 1 am a gentleman. Oar family has held the 
estate of Boodle ever since the reign of Henry 11 . ; and it is out 
of no ill will to my tdder brother, or unnatural desire for his 
death, but only Ijecause the estate is a very good one, that 
r wish heartily it was mine; I would say as much ot Chatsworth 
or Eaton Hall. 

I am not, in the hrst pl.ice, what is called a ladies' man, 
having contracted an irreprc-Ssible habit of smoking after dinner, 
which has obliged me to give up a great deal of the de.ar 
creatures’ society ; nor can 1 go much to country-houses for the 
same reason. S.ay what they will, ladies do not like you to 
smoke in their bedrooms ; their silly little noses scent out the 
odour upon the chintz, weeks after you have left them. Sir 
John has been caught coming to bed particularly merry and 
redolent of cigar-smoke; young George, from Eton, was abso¬ 
lutely found in tlic little grcenlipuse puffing an Havonnah ; and 
when discovered, they both lay the blame upon Fitz-Boodle. 
“ It was Mr. Fiiz-Boodle, raamnu,” says George, “who offered 
me the cigar, and I did not like to refuse him." “That rascal 
Fitz seduced us, my dear," yiys Sir Jo'hn, “ and kept us laugh- 
ing until past niidniglu." Her Liadyship instantly sets mu 
down as a person to be .avoided. “George," whispers she to 
her boy, “ promise me, on your honour, when you go to town, 
not to know tViat man." And when she enters the bre.akfast- 
room for prayers, the lir.st greeting is a peculiar expression of 
countenance, and inhaling of breath, by which my Lady indi¬ 
cates the presence of some exceedingly disagreeable odour in the 
room. She makes you the faintest of curtseys, and regards 
you, if not with a “flashing eye," as in the novels, at least with 
a “distended nostril." During the whole of the service, her 
heart is filled with the blacke.st gall towards you; and she is 
thinking about the best means of getting you out of the house. ' 

What is this smoking tliat it should considered a crime ? 
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J believe in niy heart that women are jealous of it, as of a rival. 

• They s-peak of it as of some secret awful vice that seizes upon a 
» man. and makes him a pariah from genteel society. 1 would 
lay a guinea that many a lady who has just been kind enough to 
read the above lines lays down the l)ook, after this confession 
of mine that 1 am a smoker, and says, ‘' 01i> the vulgar wretch 1 ’* 
and passes on to something else. ^ 

The fact is, that the cigar is a rival to the ladies, and their 
conqueror too. In the chief pipe-smoking nations they are 
kept in subjection. VVliile the chief. Little White Belt, smokers, 
the women are silent in his wigwam ; while Mahontut Ikm jaw- 
brahim causes volumes of odorous incense of Latakia to play 
round his beard, the women of the liarein tio not disturb hU 
meditations, but only add to the delight of them by tinkling on 
a dulcimer and dancing before him. W'hen Professor StrumplTf 
•of Gottingen takes down No. 13 from the wall, with a picture 
of Beatrice Cenci upon it, and winch holds a pound of canaster, 
the Frau Professorin knows that for two hours Hermann is 
eng.aged, and takes up her stockings and knits in quiet, '^fho 
constitution of French society has been quite changed within the 
last twelve years : an ancient and respectable dynasty has been 
overthrown ; an aristocracy which Naj>olcon could never master 
has disappeared: and from what cause ? I do not hesitate to 
tke habit of smoking. Ask any man whether, live 
years before the Revolution of July, if you wanted a cigar at 
Paris, they did not brkig you a roll of tobacco with a straw in 
it? Now, the whole city smokes: society is changed; and be 
aure of this, ladies, a similar combat is going on in this country 
at present between cigar-smoking and you. Do you suppose 
you will conquer? Look over the wide world, and sec that your 
adversafy has overcome it. Germany has been puthng for three¬ 
score years; France smokes to a man. Do you think you can 
kfeep the enemy out of Kngland ? Psha 1 look at his progress. 
A.sk the club-houses, have they smoking-rooms, or not? .<\re 
they not obliged to yield to tlie general want of tlie age. in spite 
of the resistance of the old women on the committees? 1, for 
my part, do not despair to see a bishop lolling out of the 
*'Atbenseurn " with a cheroot in his mouth, or. at any rate, a 
pipe stuck in his shovel-hat. 

But as in all great causes and in promulgating new and 
mustrious theories, fheir first propounders and exponents are 
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generally the victims of their enthusiasm, of course the first 
preachers of smoking have been martyrs, too ; and Cicorge Fitz- * 
Boodle is one. The first gas-man was ruined ; the inventor of • 
steam-engine printing became a pauper. 1 began to smoke in 
days when the task was one of some danger, aird paid the 
penalty of my c jnie. I was flogged most fiercely for my first 
cigar; for, being ^ked to dine one Sunday evening with a half¬ 
pay colonel of dragoons (the gallant, .simple, humorous Shortcut 
—Heaven bless him !—I have had many a guinea from him who 
had so few), he insisted upon my smoking in his room at the 
"Salopian," and the consequence was, that 1 became so 
violently ill as to be reported intoxicated upon my return to 
Slaughter-House School, where 1 was a boarder, and I was 
whipped the next morning for my peccadillo. At Christ Church, 
one of our tutors was the celebrated lamented Otto Rose, who 
would have been a bishop under the present Government, had* 
not an immoderate indulgence in water-gruel cut short hb 
elegant and useful career. lie was a good man. a pretty scholar 
and poet (the episode upon the discovery of eau-de-Cologne, in 
his prize poem on "The Rhine," was considered a masterpiece 
of art, though I'm not much of a judge myself upon such 
matters), and he was as remarkable for his fondness for a tuft as 
for his nervous antii^athy to tobacco. As ill-luck would have it, 
my rooms (in Tom Quad) were^exactly under his; and 1 was 
grown by this time to be a confirmed, smoker. I whs a baronet'.s 
son (we are of James the First's creation), and I do believe our 
tutor could have pardoned any crime in the world but this. He 
had seen me in a tandem, mid at that moment was seized with a 
violent fit of sneezing—(sternutatory paroxysm he called it)—-at 
the conclusion of which 1 was a mile down the Woodstock.Koad. 
He had seen me in pink, as we used to call it, swaggering in the 
open sunshine across a grass-plat in the court; but spied out 
opportunely a servitor, one Todhunter by name, who was going 
to morning chapel witli his shoestring untied, and forthwith 
sprang towards that unfortunate person, to set him an im¬ 
position. Everything, in fact, but tobacco he could forgive* 
Why did cursed fortune bring him into the rooms over mine ? 
The odour of the cigars made his gentle spirit quite furious; 
and one luckless morning, when I was standing before my 
" oak," and chanced to puff a great hovffH of Varinas Into hb 
face, he forgot bis respect for my family altogether (I w^s the 
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Second son, and my brother .1 sickly creature, —he is now 

sixteen stone in weight, and has a half-score of children); gave 
me a •severe lecture, to which I replied rather hotly, as was my 
‘ wont. And then came demand for an apology: 'refusal on my 
part; appeal to the Dean ; Convocation ; and rustication ‘of 
fieorge Savage Fitz-Boodle. 

My father had taken a .second wife (of the noble hoiise of 
Flintskinner), and T-ady Fitz-Tk>odle detested .smoking, as a 
woman of her high principles should. She had an entire 
mastery over the worthy old gentleman, and thought I was 
a sort of demon of wickt?dncss. 'ITic old man wont to his grave 
with some similar notion,—Heaven help him !—and left me 
but the wretched twelve thousand pounds secured to nie on 
rny poor mother’.s propt*rty. 

Tn the army, my Inck was much the same. T joined the 
*—-th I^anccrs, Lieutcnant-Coloncl Lord Martingale, in the- 
year 1817. I only did duty with the regiment for three months. 
We were quartered at fork, v%herc I found the Irish doodheen 
and tobacco the pleasantest smoking possible ; and was fourul 
by his I.«ordship, one day, upon stal)l<* duty, smoking the 
shortest dearest little dumpy clay-pipc in the world. 

’ Cornet Fitz-Boodle,” said my I/ord, in a towering passion, 

“ from what blackguard did you got that pipe.^" 

I omit the oaths which garnished invariably his Lordship's 
conversation. 

"I got it, my I.ord,” said [, "from one Terence Mullins, a 
jirigle-drivcr, with a packet of his peculiar tobacco. You 'some¬ 
times smoke Turkish, 1 believe: do try this. Isn't it goixi?” 
And in the '.inip]c.st way in the world I pnlTcd a volume into 
his face. ” T st'e you like it,” .said I, so coolly, that the men 
—and I do believe the horses—Vjursl out laughing. 

He startetl back—choking almost, and recovered himself only 
to vent such a .storm < f oaths and curses th.at I wa.s compelled 
to request Captain Uawdon (the capmin on duty) to take note 
of his Lordship's words ; ami unluckily could not help adding 
a question wliich settled my business. ' * You were good enough, ’* 

I said, “to ask me, my Lord, from what blackguard I got my 
pipe: might 1 ask from wliat blackguard you learned your 
language ? " 

This was quite enough. Had I said, “ From 'what j,'vntleman 
did your Lordship Icgm your language ? " the point would have 
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been quite as good, and my T^ord Martingale would have 
suffered in my place: as it was, I was so strongly recorameoded 
to sell out by His Royal Highness the Commander>in><Chief 
that, being of a good-natured disposition, never knowing how 
to refuse a friend, 1 at once threw up my hopes of military dis¬ 
tinction and retired into civil life. 

My Lord was kind enough to meet me aftcrw’ards in a fidd 
in the Glanmire road, where he put a ball into my leg. This 
1 returned to him some years later with about twenty-three 
others—^black ones—when he came to be balloted for at a club 
of which I have the honour to be a member. 

Thus by the indulgence of a simple and harmless propensity, 
—of a propensity which can inflict an injury upon no person 
or thing except the coat and the person of him who indulges 
in it,—of a custom honoured and observed in almost all the 
nations of the world,—of a custom which, far from leading a 
man into any wickedness or dissipation to which youth is subject,* 
on the contrary, begets only benevolent silence and thoughtful 
good-humoured observation—I found at the age of twenty all 
my prospects in life destroyed. I cared not for woman in 
those days: the calm smoker has a sweet companion in his 
pipe. T did not drink immoderately of wine; for 'though a 
friend to trifling potations, to excessively strong drinks tobacco 
is abhorrent. 1 never thought of gambling, for the lover of the 
pipe has no need of such excitement; but I was considered a 
monster of dissipation in my family, and bade fair to come to 
ruin. 

"Ixxjk at (jeorgp." my mother-in-law said to the genteel 
and correct young Flintslvinncrs. “ He entered the world with 
every prospect in life, and see in what an abyss of degradation 
his fatal habits have plunged him ! At schcwl he was flogged 
and disgraced, he was disgraced and rusticated at the univer¬ 
sity, he was disgraced and expelled from the army! He might 
have had the living of Boodle” (her Ladyship gave, it to one 
of her nephcNvs), “ but he would not take his degree ; his papa 
would have purchased him a troop—nay, a lieutenant-colonelcy 
some day, but for his fatal excesses. And now as long as my 
dear husband will listen to the voice of a wife who adores him 
—never, never shall he spend a shilling upon so .worthless a 
young man. He has a small income from his mother (1 canpot 
but think that the first I.ady FUz-Boodle,.was a weak and mis* 
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guificd person); let him live upon his mean pittance as he can, 
und I heartily pray we may not hear of him in gaol! ” 

My brother, after he canic to the estate, married the ninth 
daughter of our neighbour, Sir John Spreadeagle ; and Boodle 
Hall has seen a new little Fitr-Boodle with every succeeding 
spring. 'Hie dowager retired to Scotland with a large jointure 
and a wondrous heap of savings. 1 .ady Fitz is a good creature, 
but she thinks me something diabolical, trembles v^hen she sees 
rnc. and gathering all her children about her, rushes into the 
nursery wlienever I pay that little seminary a visit, and actually 
slapped poor little Frank's ears one day when 1 was teaching 
him to ride upon the back of a NewfoundLand dog. 

“ CSeorge,” said my brother to me the last time I paid him 
n visit at the old hall, "don't be angry, my dear fellow, but 
Maria is in a—hum—in a delicate slt\iation, c.\;pecting her -- 
hum*'—(the eleventh) -"and do you know' you frigliten her? 

•It was but yesterday you met her in the rookery—you w'ere 
smoking that enormous CK-riuan pipe—and when she came in 
she had an hysterical seizure, an<i Drench says that in her 
situation it’s dangerous. And I .say, (icorge, if yc>u go to town 
you’ll find a couple of hundn'd at your banker’s.” And with 
this the poor fellow .shook me by the hand, ^ind called for a 
fresh bottle of claret. 

Afterwards he told me, w'ilh many hesitations, that my rooni 
at Boodle JIall had been made itito a second nursery. I see 
iny sister-in-law in London twice or thrice in the .season, and 
the little people, who have almost forgotten to call me L'ncle 
(aeorge. 

It’s hard, too, for I am a lonely man after all, and my heart 
yearns to them. The other day 1 smuggled a couple of them 
into my chambers, and had a little feast of cream and straw- 
bfMTie,s to w’cleointt them. But it had like to cost the nursery- 
maid (a Swiss girl that Fitz-Boodle hired somewhere in hi.s 
travels) her place. My slep-mamnta, who liapponed to in 
town, came flying down in licr chariot, pounced upon the poor 
thing and the children in the midst of the entertainment; and 
when I asked her, with rather a bad grace to be sure, to take 
a chair and a share of the feast ~ 

"Mr. Fitz-Boodle,” says she, " I am not accustomed to sit 
down in 4 place that smells of tobacco like an ale-house—an 
alo-bou^|e inhabitet^ by a serpait^ sir! A do you 
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understand me?—who carries his poison into his brother's own 
house, and purshucs his cenfamous designs before his brother's 
own children. Put on Miss Maria’s bonnet this instant. Mam-*^ 
sell, ontondy-voo? Metty It bonny d mamsrJl. And I shall ci 
lake care, Manisell, that you return to Swita^rland to-morrow. 
I’ve no doubt you are a relation of Courvoisier —ouif om! 
Courvoider, rous cotftprenny~^nn(\ you shall certainly be sent 
back to your friends.” 

With this speech, and with the children and their maid sob« 
bing bf*fore her, my Lady retired ; but for once my sister-in-law 
was on my side, not liking the meddlement of the elder lady. 

1 know, then, that from indulging in that .simple habit of 
smoking, I have gained among the ladies a dreadful reputation. 

I see that they look coolly upon me, and darkly at their hus¬ 
bands when they arrive at home in my company. Men, I 
observe, in consequence, ask me to dine much oftener at the club, 
or the "Star and Gaiter” at Kichmond, or at " Lovegrove's,”* 
than in their own houses ; and with this .sort of arrangement I 
am fain to acquiesce; for, as 1 said liefore, 1 am of an easy 
temper, and can at any rate take my cigar-case out after dinner 
at Klackwall, when my Lady or the duchess is not by. I know, 
of course, the best tntn in town ; and as for ladies' society, not 
having it (for l^will have none of your pseudo-ladies, such as 
sometimes honour bachelors' parties,—.actresse-s, (o-uturi^res^ 
opera-dancens, and .so forth)—as for ladies' society, I say, I cry 
pish 1 'tis not worth the trouble of the complimenting, and the 
bother of pumps and black silk stockings. 

fx’t .any man reincinbcr vvbat ladies' .scx;icty was when he had 
an opportunity of sei'ing them among themselves, ds What-d'yft- 
call-'im does in the Thesmophoria—(I b<‘g pardon, I was on the 
verge of a classical allusion, whic'n I abominate )—1 mean at that 
period of his life when the intellect is pretty acute, though the 
Ixidy is small—'namely, when a young gentleman i.s about eleven 
years of age, dining at his father's table during the holidays, and 
is requested by his pap.a to quit the dinner-table when the ladies 
retire from it. 

Corbkut I recollect their whole talk as well as if it had been 
whisi5crcJ but yesterday ; and can see, after a long dinner, the 
yellow summer sun throwing long shadowf's over the lawn before 
the dining-room window s, and niy poor mother and her company 
of ladies mailing away to the music-room in old fkiodle Hall. 
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The Countess Dawdley was the great lady in our county, a 
portly lady who used to love crimson satin in those days, and 
ibirdS'Of'paradisc. She was flaxen-haired, and the Regent once 
£aid she rosenibled one of King Charles’s beauties. 

When Sir John Todcaster used to begin' his famous story of 
the exciseman (I shall not tell it here, for very gootl reasons), 
my poor mother used to turn to Lady Dawdlcy, and give that 
mystic signal at which all females rise from their chairs. Tuft- 
hunt, the curate, would spring from his seat, and be sure to be 
the first to open the door for the retreating ladies; and my 
brother Tom and I, though remaining stoutly in our places, 
were speedily ejected from them by the governor’s invariable 
remark, "Tom and George, if you have had quite enough of 
wine, you had better go and join your mamma." Yonder she 
ra,arches, Heaven bless her ! through the old oak hall (how long 
the shadows of the antlers are on the wainscot, and the armour 
•f Rollo Fitz-Boodle looks in the sunset as if it were emblazoned 
with rubies)—yonder she marches, stately and tall, in her invari¬ 
able pearl-coloured tabinct, followed by Lady Dawdley. blazing 
like a flamingo ; next comes T-ady ISmily Tufthunt (she was 
Lady Kmily Flint&kinnci), who will not fdr all the world take 
precedence of nch, vulgar, kind, good-humoured Mrs. Colonel 
Grogwater, as she wouki be called, with a yellow little husband 
from Madras, who first taught me to drink sangaree. He was a 
new arrival in our county, but paid nobly to the hounds, and 
occupied hospitably a house which was alsvays famous for its 
Jiospitality—Sievcly Hall (p<.>or Bob Cullender ran through seven 
thousand a* year before ho was thirty years old). Once when I 
v.As a lad, Colonel Grogw^itor gave me two gold mohurs out of 
his desk for whist-markers, and I’m sorry to say I ran up from 
Eton and .sold them both for so\cnty-t)irct* shillings at a shop 
in Cornhill. But to return to the ladies, who arc all this w‘hile 
kept waiting in the hall, and to their usual conversation after 
dinner. 

Can any man forget hovv miserably flat it was ? Five matrons 
sit on sofas, and talk in a sulxlucd voice :— 

First La^y {mysteriously). My dear Lady Dawdley, do tell me 
about poor Susan Tucketi. 

See^ftd I^tdy. All three children arc perfectly well, and I 
assure you as fine babies as I ever saw in my life. I made her 
give them Daffy’s Elixir the first &oy ; and it was the greatest 
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mercy that I had some of Frederick's baby-clothes by me; for 
you know I had providt'd Susan with sets for one only, and 
really— ^ 

Third I^dy. Of course one couldn’t; and for my part I' 
think your ladyship is a great deal too kind to these people. 

A little gardener’s boy dressed in Lord Dawdley’s frocks indeed I 
I recollect that one at his christening liad the sw'eeiest lace in 
the world! 

Fourth Lady, What do you think of this, raa*am—Lady- 
Emily, 1 mean? 1 have just had it irom Howell & James—, 
guipure, they call it. Isn’t it an odd name for lace ? And they 
charge me, upon my conscience, four guineas a yard I 

Third Lady, My mother, when she came to Flintskiijner, 
bad lace upon her robe that cost sixty guineas a yard, ma'am ! 
’Twas sent from Malineb direct by our relation, the Count 
d'Araignay. 

Fourth Lady (au'de). I thought she would not let the evert¬ 
ing pass without talking of her Malines lace and her Count 
d’Araignay. Odious people! they don't spare their Ixicks, but 
they pinch their- 

Here Tom upsctS*a coffee-cup over his white jean trousers, 
and another young gentleman bursts into a laugh, saying, " By 
Jove, that’s a good ’un 1 ’’ 

"(Jeorge, niy dear,” says mamma, "had not you and your 
young friend better go into.the garden? But mind, no fruit, 
or Dr. < ila\ilx»r must be called in again immediately t ” And 
W'c all go, and in ton minutes 1 and iny brother are fighting in 
the stables. 

If, instead of li.'itcning to the matrons and their discourse, we 
had taken the opportunity of attending to the conversation of 
the Misses, we .should have heard ni.ntter not a whit more 
interesting. 

First iMiss. They were all three in blue crape; you never 
saw anything so odious. And I know for a certainty that they 
wore those dressc.s at Muddlebnry, at the archcry-b.all, and I 
dare say they ha<l them in town. 

Second Miss. Don’t you think Jemima decidedly crooked? 
And those fair complexions, they freckle so, that really Miss 
Blanche ought to be called Mj.s& Brown, 

Third Miss. He, he. he ! 

Fourth Miss, Don't you think Blanche^ is a pretty 
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Pint Miss, Tia! do you tliink so, dear ? Wliy, it’s my seconc^ 
name! 

Seemd Miss, Tlien Tm sure CaptAin Travers'thinks it a 
K/»l name! 

Third Miss. He, he. he! 

F&urik Miss, What was he telling you at dinner that seemed 
to interest you so? 

Firsi Miss, O law, nothing !—that is. yes I Charles—that is, 
Captain IVavers—is a sweet poet, and was reciting to me some 
lines that he had composed ujwn a faded violet,— 

'Hie od«>ur from the tlo\ cr is Rone, 

That like thy”- 

like thy something, I forgot what it was ; but his lines arc 
swoc-t, and so original too ! 1 wish tliat horrid Sir John Tod- 

caslcr had not begun his story t)f the exciseman, for Lady 
B'ttz-Boodle always quits the table when lie begins. 

Third Miss. l>o you like those tufts that gentlonion wear 
sometimes on their chins ? 

Second Miss. Nonsense, Mary ! 

Third Miss, Well, 1 only asked, Jane. * Frank thinks, you 
know, that he shall very soon have one, and puts bcar’s-greasc 
on his chin every night. 

Second Miss. M.iry, nonsense I 

Third Miss. WT* 11 , only ask him. You know* he came to 
out dressing-room last nigljt and look the pomatum away ; and 
he says that when boys go to Oxford they always- 

First Miss. O heavens! have you heard the news about the 
Lancers? Charles—that is, Captain Travers—told it me ! 

Second Miss. T^aw, they won’t go away before the ball, I 
hope I 

First Miss. No, but on the i5lh they arc to shave their 
moustaches! Me says that Lord Tufto is in a jierfeet fury 
about it! 

Second Miss. And poor George Beardmorc, too!—&c. 

Here Tom upsets the coffee over his trousers, and the con¬ 
versation ends. I can recollect a dozen such, and ask any man 
of sense whether such talk amuses him ? 

Try again to speak to a young lady while you arc dancing— 
what w^ call in this country—a quadrille. What nonsense do 
you invariablv give annJ receive in return ! No, I nm a woman- 
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scorfier, and don't care to own it. I hate young ladies I Have 
I not been in love with several, hnd has any one of them ever 
treated me decently ? I hate married women I Do they 
hale me? and, simply because 1 smoke, try to draw 
husbands away from my society ? I hate dowagers t Have I 
not cause? Do<‘S not every dowager in T>ondon point to George 
Fitz-Boodlc as to a dissolute wretch whom young and old 
should avoid ? 

And yet do not imagine that I have not loved. I have, and 
madly, many many times! 1 am but eight-and-thirty,* not past 

the age of passion, and may very likely end by running off 
with an heiress—or a cookmaid (for who knows what strange 
freaks Dove may choose to play in his own particular person? 
and I hold a man to be a mean creature who calculates about 
checking any such sacred impulse as lawful love)—I say, though 
despising tiie sex in general ioj‘ their conduct to me, I know of 
particular persons belonging to it who are worthy of all respfet 
and esteem, and as such I beg leave to point out the particular 
young lady who is perusing thes<' lines. Do not, dear madam, 
then imagine that if 1 knew you I should be disposed to snoir 
at you. Ah, no ! Fitz-Boodle’s bosom has tenderer sentiments 
than from his way of life you would fancy, and stern by rule 
is only loo soft by practice. Sh.ill I whisper to you the story 
of one or two of my attachments? All terminating fatally {hot 
in death, but in disappointment, which, as it otcurred, t used 
to imagine a thousand times more bitter than death, but from 
which one recovers somehow niore rciidily than from the other- 
named complaint)—all, T say, terminating wretchedly to myself, 
.is if some fatality pursued my desire to Ixjcomc a domestic 
character. 

My first love—no, let us pass over. Sw'cet one! thy 
name shall profane no hireling page. Sw'oet, sweet memory t 
Ah, ladies, those delicate hearts of yours have, too, felt the 
throb. And between the last nfl in the word throb and the 
words now written, I have passed a delicious period of perhaps 
an hour, perhaps a minute, I know not how long, thinking of 
that holy first love and of her who inspired it. How clearly 
every single incident of the passion is remembered by me! and 
yet *lwas long long since. I was Imt a child then—a Child at 
school—and, if the truth must be told, I.—-ra R- ggl-s (I would 

He is fivc'and'forty, If he is a daiy old.—O. Y. 
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not write her whole name to be made one of the Marquess of 
i^ertford’s executors) was a woman full thirteen years older 
t^ao myself; at the period of which 1 write she must have been 
at least dve-and-twenty. She and her mother used to sell tarts, 
hard'bake, lollipops, and other such simple comestibles, on 
Wednesdays and Saturdays (half-holidays), at a private school 
where 1 received the first rudifnonts of a classical education. 
I used to go and sit before her.tray for hours, but I do not 
think the poor girl ever supposed any motive led me so con¬ 
stantly to her little stall beyond a vulgar longing for her tarts 
and her ginger-beer. Yes, even at that early period my actions 
were misrepresented, and the fatality which has oppressed my 
whole life btigan to show itself,—the purest passion was mis¬ 
interpreted by her and my school-fellows, and they thought 
I was actuated by simple gluttony. They nicknamed me 
i^coinpaync. 

Well, be it so. Laugh at early passion ye who will; a high¬ 
born boy madly in love with a lowly ginger-l)eer girl! She 
married afterwards, took the name of Latter, and now keeps 
with her old husband a turnpike, through which I often ride; 
but I can recollect her bright and rosy of a sunny summer 
afternoon, her red cheeks shaded by a battered straw lx>nnct, 
her tarts and ginger-beer upon a neat white cloth before her. 
mending blue worsted stoi^ings until the young gentlemen 
should interrupt her by coming to buy. 

Many persons will call this description low. I do not 4*nvy 
them their gentility, and have always observed through life (as, 
to be sure, eVei*y oi}nex gentleman has observed as well as myself) 
that it is your parvenu who stickles most for W'hat he calls the 
genteel, and has the most squeamish abhorrence for wiiat is 
frank and natural Let us pass at once, however, as all the world 
must be pleased, to a recital of an affair which occurred in the 
very best circles of society, as they are called, viz., my next 
itnfortunate attachment. 

It did not occur for several years after that simple and 
platonic passion just described: for thougH they may talk of 
youth as the season of romance, it has always appeared to me 
that there are no beings in the world so entirely uiiromantic and 
sel^sh as certain young English gentlemen from the age of 
6ftecn to twenty, 'fhe oldest Lovelace about town is scarcely 
huore hard-hearted and scornful than they; they ape all sorts of 
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selfishness and roueriti they aim at excelling at cricket, at 
billiards, at rowing, and drinking, and set more store by a 
coat and a neat pair of top-boots than by any otlier glory. ^ 
young fellow staggers into college-chapel of a morning, and 
communicates to all his friends that he *' so cut last night,” 
with the greiitest ppssible pride. He mokes a joke of having 
sisters and a kind mother at home who loves him; and if he 
speaks of his father, it is with a knowing sneer to say that 
he has a tailor's and a horse-dealer's bill that will surprise the 
old governor.” He would be ashamed of being in love. I, in 
common, with my kind, liad these affectations, and my per¬ 
petual custom of smoking added not a little to ray reputation as 
an accomplished rou4. What came of this custom in the army 
and at college, the reader has already heard. Alas! in.life it 
went no better with me, and many pretty chances I had went 
off in that accursed smoke. 

After (]uitting the army in the abrupt manner stated, I jessed 
some short time at home, and was tolerated by my mother-in- 
law, because 1 liad formed an attachment to a young Lidy of 
good connections and witli a considerable fortune, which was 
really very nearly becoming mine. M.-iry, M'Alister was the 
only daughter of Colonel M'Alister, late of the Blues, and Lady 
Susan his wife. Her Ladyship was no more ; and. indeed, of 
no family compared to ours, (which has refused a peerage any 
time these two hundred years); but being an earl’s daughter 
and a Scotchwoman, Lady I^nily Fit7.-B(x>dle did not fail to 
consider her highly. Lady Susan was daughter of the late 
Admiral Earl of Mn:hngspikc and Baron Plumduff The 
Colonel, Miss M'Alistcr's father, had a good estate, of which 
his daughter waSk the heiress, and as I fished her out of the 
water upon a plcfisure-party, and swam with her to shore, we 
became naturally intimate, and Colonel M'Alister forgot,'on 
account of the service rendered to him, the dreadful reputation 
for profligacy which I enjoyed in the county. 

Well to cut a long story short, which is told here merely for 
the moral at the end of it, 1 should have been Fitx-Boodle 
M'Alister at this minute most probably, and master of four 
thousand a year^ but for the fatal cigar-box. 1 bear Mmy no 
malice in saying that she was a high-spirited little girl, loving, 
before all things, her own way; nay, perhaps 1 do not^ frolO' 
Ipog habit and indulgence in tobacco-snioking, appreciate the 
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flelicacy of female organisations, which Were Oftentimes most 
^painfully affected by it. She was a keen-sighted little person, 
^nd soon* found that the world had belied poor George Fitz- 
Boodle; who, instead of bt^ng the cunning monster people 
supposed him to be, was a simple, reckless, good*humoured, 
honest fellow, marvellously addicted to smoking, idleness, and 
telling the truth. She called me Orson, and I was haj^y 
enough on the 14th f'ebniary, in the year 18— (it's of no 
conscr(uence). to send her such a pretty little copy of verses 
about Orson and Valentine, in which the rude habits of the 
savage man were shown 10 be overcome by the po’ishorl graces 
. of his kind and brilliant contiueror, that she was fairiy overcome, 
and said to me, ** George Kitz*Boodle, if you give up smoking 
for a year, I will marry you.” 

I swore I would, of course, and w'ent home and flung four 
pounds of Hudson's cigars, two meerschaum pipes that had cost' 
me ten guineas at the establishment of Mr. Gallic at Oxford, a 
tobaccO'bag that Lady Fitz-Boodle had given me bf/ore her 
marriage with my father (it was the only present that 1 ever had 
from her or any mem1')er of the rlintskinner family), and some 
choice packets of Varinas and Syrian, into the lake in Boodle 
Park. . I'he wcaix>n amongst them all which I most regretted 
was—•will it lie believed?—the little black doodheeii which had 
been the cause of the quarrel between I-ord Martingale and me. 
However, it went along with the others. 1 would not allow my 
groom to haye so much as a cigar, lest 1 should be tempted 
hereafter; and the consequence was that a few days after many 
fat carp and tenches in the lake (I must confess 'twas no bigger 
than a pond) nibbled at the tobacco, and came floating on their 
backs on the top of the water quite intoxicated. My conversion 
made some noise in the county, being emphasised as it were by 
this fact of the fish. I can’t tell you.with what pangs I kept my 
resolution ; but keep it I did for some time. 

With so much beauty and wealth, Mary M'Alister had of 
course many suitors,- and among them was the young Lord 
Dawdley, whose mamma has previously been described in her 
gown of red satin. As I used to thrash Dawdlcy at school, I 
thrashed him in after-life in love; he put up with his disappoint¬ 
ment pretty well, and came after a while and shook hands vrith 
me, telling me of the bets that there were in the county, where 
the whole story was Jbiown, for and against me. For ihe fact 
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is, as I must own, that Mary M'Alister, the queered, frankest of 
women, made no secret of the agreement, or the cause of it. ^ 
I did not care a penny for Orson,** she said, "but he woulc^ 
go on writing nic such dear pretty verses that at last 1 couldn’t 
help saying yes. But if he breaks bis j^romise to me, I declare, 
upon my honour, 1*11 break mine, and nobody’s heart will be 
broken either." 

This was the perfect fact, as I must confess, and 1 declare 
that it was only because she amused me and delighted me, and 
provoked me, and made me laugh very much, and because, no 
doubt, she was very rich, that I had any attachment for her, 

"For Heaven's sake, George," my father said to me, os 1 . 
quitted home to follow iny beloved to London, " remember that 
you are a younger brother and have a lovely girl and four 
thousand a year within a year’s reach of you. Smoke as rnucli 
as you like, my boy, after marriage,'* added the old gentleniap 
knowingly (as if Ae, honest soul, after his second mairiagc, 
dared drink an extra pint of wine without my I^ady’s per¬ 
mission !), "but eschew the tobacco-shops till then." 

I went to London resolving to act upon the paternal advice, 
and.oh ! how I longed for the day when 1 should be married, 
vowing in my secret soul that I would light a cigar as I walked 
out of St. George’s, Hanover Square. 

Well, 1 came to Ixindon, and so carefully avoided smoking 
that 1 would not even go into Hudson's shop to pay his bill, 
and as smoking was not the fa<ihion then among young men as 
(thank Heaven!) it is now, I had n«t many temptations from 
iny friends' examples in my clubs or elsewhere; only little 
Dawdley began to smoke, as if to spite me. He had never 
done so before, but confessed—the rascal!—that he enjoyed a 
cigar now, if it were but to mortify me. But 1 took to other 
and more dangerous exciternents, and upon the nights when not 
in attendance upon Mary M'Alister, might l^e found in very 
dangerous proximity to a polished mahogany table, round which 
claret-bottles circulated a great deal too often, or worse stilh 
to a table covered with green cloth and ornamented with a couple 
of wax-candles and a couple of packs of cards, and four gentlemen 
playing the enticing game of whist. Likewise, 1 came to cany a 
snuif'box, and to consume in secret huge quantities of rappee. ■ 

For ladies' society 1 was even then disinclined, hatiug and 
despising small-taUc, and dancing, and hot routs, and vulgar 
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scrambles for suppers. I never could understand the plea.sure 

acting the part of lacquey to a dowager, and standing behind 
chair, or bustling through the crowd for her carriage. I 
always found an opera too long by two acts, and have re¬ 
peatedly fallen asleep in the presence of Mary M'Alister hersdf, 
sitting at the back of the box shaded l)y the huge beret,of her 
old aunt. Lady Betty Plumduff; and many a time has Dawdlcy, 
with Miss McAlister on his arm, wakened me up at the close of 
the entertainment in time 'to offer rny liand to Lady Betty, and 
lead the ladies to their carriage. If I attended her occasionally 
to any ball or party of pleasure, I went, it must Ito. confe.ssed, 
with clumsy ill-disgiiised ill-humour. CJood heavc.is! have I 
•often and often thought in the midst of n song, or the very thick 
of a ballroom, can people prefer this to a book and a sofa, and 
a dear d(?ar cigsir-box, from thy stores, O charming Mariana 
^oodville? Deprived of my favourite plant, I grew sick in 
mind and botly, moody, sarcastic, and discontented. 

Such a state of things could not long continue, nor could 
Miss M'Alister continue to have much attaclinient for such a 
sullen ill-conditioned creature as I then was. She used to make 
me wild with her wit and her sarcasm, nor have I ever possessed 
the readiness to parry or reply to those fine points of woman's 
wit, and she treated me the nioi-e mercilessly as she saw that I 
could not resist her. 

Well, the polite reader must remember a great fete that was 
given at B - ■ - House, some years back, in honour of his High- 
ness the Hereditary Prince of Kalbsbraten-Pumpernickel, who 
was then in I-ondon on a visit to his illustrious relatives. It 
was a fancy ball, and the poems of Scott being at that time all 
the fashion, Mary was to appear in the character of the “ Lady 
of the Lake," old M'Alister making a very tall and severe- 
looking harper; Dawdley, a most insignificant Fitt-James; and 
your humble servant a stalwart manly Roderick Dhu. We were to 

meet at B--House at twelve o’clock, and as I had no fancy to 

•drive through the town in niy cab dressed in a kilt and philibeg, 
I agreed to take a seat in Dawdley’s carriage, and to dress at 
his house in Mayfair. At eleven I left a very pleasant bachelors’ 
party, growling to quit them and the honest jovial claret-bottle, 
in ordear to scrape and cut capers like a harlequin from the 
theatre^’ When I arrived at Dawdley’s, I mounted to a dressing- 
room, and began to array myself in my cursed cc^tume. 
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The art ot cosiuming was by no means so well understood in 
those days as it has been since, and mine was out of all corre^r 
ness. I was made to sport an enormous plume of black ostricji- 
feathers, .such as never was worn by any Highland chief, and 
had a huge tiger>skin sporran to dangle like an apron before 
innumerable yards of plaid petticoat. The tartan cloak wa& 
outrageously hot and voluminous •, it was the dog-days; and 
all these things I was condemned to wear in the midst of a 
crowd of a thousand people! 

Dawdley sent up word, ns 1 was dressing, that his dre&s had 
not arrived, and he took my cab and drove off in a rage to his 
tailor. 

There was no hurry, I thought, to make a fool of myself; .so 
having put on a pair of plaid trows, anti very neat pumps with 
shoe-buckles, my courage failed mo as to the rest of the dress, 
and taking down one of his dro-jsiiig-gowns, I went downsta'rs 
to the study, to wait until he should arrive. 

The windows of the pretty room were open, and .a <!nug sofa, 
with innumerable ctishions, drawn towards one of' them. A 
great tranquil moon was st.nring into the chamber, in which 
stood,' amidst books and all sorts of bachelors' lumber, a 
silver tray with a couple of tall Venice glasses, and a bottle of 
Maraschino bound witli straw. I can sj.e now the twinkle of the 
liquor in the moonshine, as I poured it into the glass; and I 
swallowed two or three liftle cups of it, for niy spirits were 
downcast. Close to the tray oi Maraschino stood—must I say 
it?—a bo.x, a mere box of cedar, bound rudely together with 
pink paper, branded wirh the name of " Hudson " on the side, 
and bearing on the c^/ver the arms of Spain. 1 thought I would 
just take up the box and look in it. 

Ah, Heaven • there they wore—a hundred and fifty of them, 
in calm comfortable rows: lovingly side by side they lay, with 
the great moon shining down upon them—thin at the tip, full in 
the waist, elegantly round and full, a little spot here and there 
shining upon them—^beauty spots upon the cheek of Sylvia. 
The bouse was quite quiet. Dawdley always smoked in his 
room I had not smoked for four months and eleven days. 

• • • • • • 

When Ijord Dawdley CJtme into tlie study, he did not make 
any remarks; and t>h, how easy my heart felt I He was dressed 
in his green and boots, after Westall’s picture, correctly. 
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“ Il's time to be off, George,“ said he ; "they told me you 
were (Irc^-sed Jong ago. C'ome up, my man, and get ready.” 

r rushed up into the dressing-room, and madly dashed my 
audarms into a pool of eau-dc-Cologne, 1 drank, 1 believe, 
a tumblerful of it I called for my clothes, and strange to say, 
they were gone. My servant brought them, however, saying 
that he had put them away—-making sonic stupid excuse. I put 
them on, not heeding them much, for I was Iialf tipsy with the 

excitenxent of the ci-of the .smo-of what bad taken place 

in Davvdley's study, and with the Maraschino and the eau-de- 
Cologne 1 h<ad drunk. 

"What a fine odour of Lavender-water!” said iV.wdley, as 
we rode in the carriage, 

1 put my head out of the window and shrieked out a laugh ; 
but made no other reply. 

'* Wbat'.s the joke, George?” said Dawdley. "Did I say 
aliything witty ? " 

"No,” cried 1 , yelling still more wildly; "nothing more 
witty than usual." 

" Don’t be severe, George,” said he, with a mortified air; and 
we drove on to B-House. 

There must have been something stmngc md wild in my 
appearance, and those awful black plume.s, as I passed through 
the.crowd ; for I observed people looking and making a strange 
nasal noise (it is called sniffing, and 1 have no other more 
delicate term for it), and making way as I pushed on. But I 
moved forward very fiercely, for the wine, the Maraschino, the 
eau-de-Cologne, and the—the excitement, had rendered me 
almost wild; and at length I arrived at the place where my 
lo\*ely I.ady of the Lake and lier FJarper stood. How beautiful 
she looked,—all eyes were upon her as she stood blushing. 
When she saw me, however, her countenance assumed an 
appearance of alarm. "Good heavens, George!” .she said, 
Stretching her hand to me, '' what makes you look so wild and 
pale?/’ 1 advanced, and was going to take her hand, when she 
dropped it with a scream. 

"Ah—ah—ah!” she said. "Mr. Fitz-Boodle, you’ve been 
sn^oking! ” 

There was an immense laugh from four hundred people round 
ol^ut us, and the scpundrelly Dawdley joined in the yell. I 
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rushed furiously out, and, as 1 Ip^ssed, hurtled over the fat 
Hereditary Prince of Kalbsbraten-Punipernickel. 

‘*Ks riecht hier uiigeheuer starfe von Tabulc!" I heard btl' 
Highness say. as I madly flung myself through the aidcs-dS- 
camp. 

The next day Mftry M'Alister, in a note full of the most 
odious good sense and sarcasm, reminded me of our agree* 
ment; s.'iid that she was quite convinced that we were not by 
any means fitted for one another, and begged me to consider, 
myself henceforth quite free. The little wretch had the im¬ 
pertinence to send me a dozen boxes of cigars, which, she sard, 
would console me for my lost love ; as she was iierfcctly certain 
that I was not mercenary, and that I loved tobacco better tljan 
any woman in the world. 

I believe she was right, though I have never to this day been 
able to pardon the scoundrelly stratagem by which Dawdley 
robbed me of a wife and won one himself. As I was lying Gn 
his sofa, looking at the moon and lost in a thousand happy con¬ 
templations, I^rd D.iwdley, returning from the tailor's, saw 
me smoking at my leisure. On entering his dressing-room, a 
horrible treacherous thought struck him. “ I must not betray 
my friend," sairl he ; “but in love all is fair, and he shall betray 
himself." There were'my tartans, niy cursed feathers, my tiger- 
skin sporran, upon the sofa. 

He called up my groom ; "he made the rascal put on all my 
clothes, and, giving him a guinea and four cigars, bade him lock 
himself into the little ixintry and smoke them without taking the 
clothes off. John did .so, and was very ill in consequence, .ind 

so when I ctune to B-House, iny clothes were redolent of 

tobacco, and I lost lovely Mary M'Alister. 

1 am godfather to one of Lady Dawdley's boys, and hers is 
the only house where I arn allowed to smoke unmolested ; but t 
have never been able to admire Dawdley, a sly, sournois, spirit¬ 
less, hly-livcred fellow, that took his n.imc off all his clubs the 
year he married. 
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M inna l6wE wab tho daughter of Moses Lowe, banker 
at Bonn. I passed through the town last year, fifteen 
years after the events I am about to relate, and neard that 
Moses wAs imprisoned for forgery and fraudulent bankruptcy. 
He merited the punishment which the merciful Pmssian law in¬ 
flicted on him. 

^'linna was the most beautiful creature that my eyes ever 
lighted on. Sneer not, yc (‘hristian mairlens ; but tlu; fact was 
so» 1 saw her for the first time sealed at a window covered with 
golden vine-lcave.s, with grapes just turning to purple, and 
tendrils twisting in the nio.st fantastical nnibesques. I'he leaves 
cast a pretty chequered siiadow over her sweet face, and the 
simple, thin, white muslin gown in which she was dressed. She 
had bare white arms, and a blue ribbon confined her little waist. 
She was knitting, as all German women do, whether of the 
Jewish sort or otherwise ; and in the shadow of the room sat her 
sister Emma, a powerful woman with a powerful voice. Emma 
was at the piano, singing, "Her/, mein Herz, warum so trau- 
aii-rig,”—singing much out of tunc. 

I liadcome to change one of Coutts's circulars at Lowe’s Kank, 
and was looking for the door of the c.nibse. 

** Links, mein Herr \" said Minna Ldwc, making the gentlest 
inclination with her pretty little ht^ad; and blushing ever so 
little, and raising up tenderly a pair of heavy blue eyes, and then 
dropping them again, overcome by tiie sight of the stranger. 
And no wonder; I was a .sight worth contemplating then—I 
had golden hair w'hich fell gracefully over my shoulders, and a 
sliftv waist (where are you now, slim w'aist and golden hair ?), 
and a pair of brown inustachios that curled gracefully under a 
firm Roman nose, and a tuft to my chin that could not but 
vanquish any woman. " 1 -inks, niein Herr,” said lovely Minna 
Lowe. • • 
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'Hiat little word linlii dropped upon my wounded soul like 
balm. There is nothing in Hnki ; it is not a pretty wor^* 
Minna Ldwe simply told me to turn to the left, when X was de¬ 
bating between that side and its opposite, in order to dad the 
cash-room door. Any other person might have said links (or 
reckts for that matter), and would not have made the slightest 
impression upon me ; but Minna’s full red lips, as they let slip 
the monosyllable, wore a smile so tender, and uttaied it with such 
inconceivable sweetness, that I was overcome at once. “ Sweet 
bell!" 1 could have s.^icl, “tinkle tliat dulcet note forever—links, 
clinks, linx!I love the chime. .It sooihe.s and blesses me.” 
All this 1 could have said, and much more, had 1 had my senses 
about me, and had I been a proficient in the German language ; 
but I could not speak, both from ignorance and emotion. T 
blushed, stuttered, took off my cap, made un immeasely foolish 
bow, and began forthwith fumbling at the door-handle. 

The reason why I have introduced the name of this siren is to 
show that if tobacco in a former unlucky instance has proved ray 
enemy, in the present case it w.as my firmest friend. I, the de¬ 
scendant of the Norman I-'itz-lioocllc, the rr:lati\e of kings and 
emperors, might, but for tobacco, have married the daughter of 
Moses I-dwe, the Jew forger and convict of Bonn. I would have 
done it; for i bold the man n slave who calculates in love, atid 
who thinks about prudence when his heart is- in question. 
Men m^rry their cookmaids and the world looks down upon them. 
Nt sit ancilhe amor fudori: I exclaim with a notorious poet: 
if you heartily and entirely love your cookmaid, you are a fool 
and a coward not to wed her. What more can you want than 
to have your heart filled up ? Can a duchess do more? You 
talk of the difference of rank and the decencies of society. 
Away, sir I love is divine, and knows not your paltry worldly 
calculations. It is.,not love you worship, O heartless silly calcu¬ 
lator ! it is the interest of thirty thousand pounds in the Three 
per Cents., and the blessing of a genteel inothCT-in-law in 
Harley Street, and the ineffable joy of snug dinners, and the 
butler behind your chair. Fool! love is eternal, butlers and 
mothers-in-law are perishable: you have but the enjoyment of 
your Three i^cr Cents, for forty years ; and^ tken, what do they 
avail you ? But if you believe that she whom you choose, ami 
to whom your heart clings, is to be' your soul’s companion) not 
now merely, but for n'lrr and ever; then what a paltry item of 
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money or time has deterred you from your happiness, wliat a 
miserable penny-wise economist you have been! 

here. if. as a man of the world. I, might be allowed to 
gIVb advice to fathers and piothers of families, it would be this: 
young men fall in love with people of a lower rank, and they 
are not strong enough to resist the dread of disinheritance, or 
of the world's scorn, or of the cursed tyrant gentility, and dare 
not marry the woman they love above all. But, if prudence 
is strong, passion is strong too, and principle is not, and women 
{Heaven keep them!} are weak. We all know what happens 
then. Prudent papas and mammas say, “George will sow his 
wild oats soon, he will be tired of that odious woman one day. 
and we‘11 get a good marriage for him : meanwhile it is best 
to hush the matter up and pretend to know nothing about it,'* 
But suppose George does the only honest thing in his power, 
and marries the ivoman he lovtis above all ; then what a cry 
ye® have from parents and guardians, wliat shrieks from aunts 
and sisters, what cxcomniumcatioiis and disinheriting ! “ What 

a weak fool George is I" sny his male friends in the clubs ; and 
no hand of .sympathy is held out to poor Jl/r.v. George, who is 
never forgiven, but shunned like a plague, and sneered at by 
■a relentless pharisaical world until death sets her free. ^\s long 
as she is unmarried, avoid her if you will; but as soon as she 
is married, go! be kind to tier, and comfort her, and pardon 
and forget if you can! And lest some charitable people should 
<icclare tkil I am setting up here an apology for vice, let me 
here, iutd by the way of precaution, flatly contradict them, and 
■tieclare tliat I only would offer a fica for marrui^c. 

But where has Minna I.Owc been left during this phgc of 
disquisition? Gazing through a sunny cluster of vine-leaves 
upon a young and handsome stranger, of - noble face and 
exquisite proportions, who was trying to find the door of her 
father's bank. That entr mcc bdng through her amiable direc¬ 
tions discovered, I entered and found Messrs, Moses and 
vSolomon Lbwe in the counting-house, Herr Solomon being the 
son of Moses, and head clerk or partner in the busincs.s. 'I'hat 
I was cheated in my little matter of exchange stands to reason. 
A Jew banker (or such as I have had the honour to know) cannot 
forego the privilege of cheating ; no, if it be but for a shilling. 
Wiiat do 1 say ,—a shilling ?—a penny 1 He will cheat you, 
in the ivst place, in ilje exchanging your note; he will then 
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cheat you in giving gold for your silver:' and though very 
likely he will invite you to a splendid repast afterwards that 
shall have cost him a score of thalers to procure, he will ha:*^ 
had the satisfaction of robbing you of your ^rvscfi 4 fi, as \io 
doubt he would rob his own father or son. 

Herr Moses Lowe niu&t have been a very-sharp Israelite, 
indeed, to rob Herr Solomon, or wVe versd. The poor fellows 
arc both in prison for a matter of forgery, as I heard last year 
when passing through Bonn ; and 1 confess it was not without 
a little palpitation of tlie heart (it is a sausage-merchant's now) 
that 1 went and took one look at the house where 1 had at 
first beheld the bright eyes of Minna Lowe. 

For let them say as they will, that woman whom a man has 
once loved can?ioibe the same to him as another. Whenever 
one of my passions comes into a room, my checks flush,—^iny 
knees tremble,—I look at her with pleased tenderness and (for 
the objects of my adoration do not once in forty times know 
tiieir good fortune) with melancholy secret wonder. T here they 
are, the same vromcn, and yet not the same ; it is the same nose 
and eyes, if you will, but not the same looks ; the same voice, 
but not the same sweet words as of old. The figure moves, and 
looks, and talks to you ; you know how dear and how diflercnt 
its speech and actions once were ; 'tis the liall with all the lights 
put out and the garlands dead (ns I have .said in one of my 
poems). Did you everiiave a pocket-book that once contained 
five thousand pounds? Did you ever look at that pocket-book 
with the money lying in it ? Do you rc.meml.)er how you respected 
and admired that pocket-book, investing it with a secret awe, 
imagining it had a superiority to other pocket-books ? I liave 
such a pockrt-book ; I keep it now, and often look at it rather 
tenderly. It cannot be as other portfolios to me. 1 remember 
that it onee held five thousand pounds. 

Thus it is with love. I have empty pocket-books scatt^ed 
all over Europe of this kind : and I always go and look at them 
just for a moment, and the spirit flies back to days gone by; 
kind eyes look at me as of yore, and echoes of old gentle vmces 
fall tenderly upon the ear. Away! to the true heart the past 
niver is past; and some day when Death has cleared our 
dull faculties, and past and future shall be rolled into one. we 
shall- 

Well, you were quite right, my good sir, to interrupt me; X 
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can’t help it, I am too apt to grow sentimental, and always on 
tlAc most abstird pretexts. I never know when the fit will come 
me, or 4 fropos^ of what. I never was so jolly in my whole 
Iffe as one dtty coming home from a funeral; and once went 
to a masked ball at Paris, the gaiety of which made me so* 
profoundly miserable, that, egad! I wept like Xerxes (wasn't 
that the fellow's name?), and was sick'—sick at heart This 
premised, permit me, my friend, to indulge in sentiment dp/vpos 
of Minna l-owe; for three weeks, at least, I adored the wench, 
and could give any person curious that way a complete psy¬ 
chological history of the passion’s rise, progress, and decay ; - 
decay, indeed, why do I say decay ? A man does not “ decay " 
when he tumbles down a we'll, he drowns there; so is love 
choked sometimes by abrupt conclusions, falls down wells, and, 
oh. the.dismal truth at the bottom of them ! 

"If, my lord,” said Herr Moses, counting out the gold Frcd- 
effeks to me, "you intend to shtay in our town, I hope my 
daughtersh and I viU have shometimesh de pleashurc of your high 
veil-born shoshicty I " 

"The town is a most delightful one, Mr. I-owe," answered I. 

" I am myself an Oxford man, and exceedingly interested about 
'—ahem—about the Byzantine historians, of which I sec the 
University is producing an edition ; and 1 shall make, 1 think a 
considerable stay." Heaven bless us! 'twas Miss Minna's eyes 
that had done the business. But for them I should have slept 
at Coblcntz tlnit very night; where, by the way, the Hotel de la 
Poste is one of the very best inns in Kurope. 

A friend had accompanied me to Bonn,—a jolly dr;fgoon, who 
was quite versed in the German language, having silent some 
lime in the Austrian service before he joined us; or in the 
" Awthtwinn thervith,” as he would call it, with a double dis¬ 
tilled gentility of accent, very difficult to be acquired out of 
Regent Street. We had quarrelled already thrice on the passage 
from England—viz., at Rott£;rd.mi, at Cologne, and once here ; 
so that when he said he intended to go to Mayence, I at once 
proclaimed that I intended to stay where I was ; and, with Miss 
Minna Lowe's image in my heart, went out and selected 
lodgings for myself as near as possible to her fathei;'s house. 
Wilder said I might go to—any place I liked ; he remained in 
his quarters at the hotel, as I found a couple of days afterwards, 
When I saw the fellow smoking at the gateway in the company 

B 
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oC a score of Prussian officers, with whom he liad made ac> 
quaintancc. ^ 

I for ray part have never been famous for that luibit of ekte^* 
poraneous friendship-making which some lucky fellows posseS. 

' Like most of my countrymen, when 1 enter a room I always 
t;ike care to look about with an air as if I heartily despised 
every one, and wanted to know what the d—1 they did there! 
Among foreigners I fe('l this especially; for the truth is, right 
or wrong, I can't help despising the rogues, and feeling mani¬ 
festly my own Fnixriority- In consequence of this amiable 
quality, then (in this particular instance of my life), I gave up 
the tablc-cPhdie dinner at the "Star" as something low and 
ungentlcmanlike, made a point of staring and not answering 
when, people spoke to me, and thus I have no doubt impressed 
all the world with a s»*nse of my dignity. Instead of dining at 
the public place, the,n, I took my repast alone; thpugh, as 
Wilder said with some justice, though with a good deal too 
much lahser-alkr of tongue, "You gweat fool, if it'th only 
becaiith you want to be lliilcnt, why don't you thtill dine with 
uth. You’ll get a w'cgular good dinner inthtead of a bad one ; 
and ath for ikpi'aking to you, depend on it every man in the 
room will thee you hanged futlit I ” 

" Pray allow me to dine in luy own way. Wilder,” says I, in 
the most dignified way. 

" Dine and be d-d 1 ” said the lieutenant, and so I lived 

solitary and had my own w’ay. 

I proposed to take some German lessons ; and for this purpose 
asked the ^Danker, Mr. Lowe, to introduce me to a master. He 
procured ong, a gentleman of ids own persuasion ; and, further, 
bad the kindness to say that his clerk, Mr. HirScli, should come 
and sit with me every morning and perfect me in the tongue ; so 
that, with the master I had and the .society I kept, 1 might 
acquire a very decent German pronunciation. 

I'his flirsch was u httle albino of a creature with pinkish eyes, 
white hair, flame-coloured whiskers, and earrings. His eyes 
jutted out enormously from bis countenance, as did his two 
large swollen red lijis, which had the true Israelitish coarseness. 
He was always, after a short time, in and out of my apartments. 
He brought a dozen messages and ran as many errands for me 
in the course of the day. My way of addressing hitfi was, 
"Hirsch, you scoundrel, get my boots!” "Hirsch, myLevfte, 
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Wush my coat for met” ” Run, you stag of Israel, and put this 
letter in the post!" and with many similar compliments. The 
Dttle rascal was, to do him justice, as wiliing'as possible, never 
minded by what name I called him, and above all,‘<-camc from 
Minna. He was not the rose; no, indeed, nor anything lilte 
it; but, as the poet says, *' he had lived beside it;" and was 
there in all Aharon such a rose as Minna Ldwe ? 

If I did not write with a moral puipose, and because my 
unfortunate example may act wholesomely upon other young 
men of fiisbion, and induce them to learn wisdom, 1 should not 
say a single syllable about Minna lx)we, nor all the blund'TS ) 
committed, nor tlje humiliation I suffered. There is. about a 
young Englishman of twenty a degree of easy self-confidence, 
hardly possessed even by a Frenchman. The latter swaggers 
and bullies about his superiority, talcing all opportunities to 
sj^riefc it into your e.irs, and to proclaim the infinite merits of 
himself and his nation ; but, upon my word, the bragging of 
the FVenchman is not so ccinceiLed or intolerable as that calm, 
.silentg- contemptuous conceit of us young Uritons, who think 
our superiority so w'oll established that it is really not worth 
arguing upon, and who take upon us to di*si)isc thoroughly the 
w'hole world through which we pass. We arc haled on Uie 
Continent, they say, and no wonder. If any other nation were 
to attempt to domineer over us as we do over Europe, wc would 
hate them as heartily and furiously as many a Frenchman and 
Italian does us. 

Now when I went abroad I fancied myself one of the finest 
fellows under the sun. 1 ptUrouised a banker’s dinners, as if I 
did him honour in eating them ; I took my placo before grave 
professors and cclebratcci men, and talked vapid nonsense to 
them in infamous French, laughing heartily in retiini at their 
own manner of pronouncing that language. I set down as a 
■point beyond question that their customs were inferior to our 
own, and would not in the least scruple, in a calm way, to let 
my opinion be known. What an agreeable young fellow 1 must 
have been! 

With these opinions, and my pleasant way of exiircssing them, 
I would sit for hours by the side of lovely Minna Lowe, ridicul¬ 
ing, with much of that elegant satire for which the English are 
remarkable, every one of the customs of the country,'—the 
dinnerSt with the absurd un-English pudding in the very midst 
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of them; the drc$ses of the men, with their bra.ided coats and 
great scarrings. 'As for little Hirsch, he formed the constant 
subject of my raillery with Mademoiselle Minna; and 1 gave 4t 
ray fixed opinion, that he was only fit to sell sealing-wax aft 
oranges to the coaches in Piccadilly. ^ 

*' O fous afez tant d’espril, fous autres jeuncs Anglais," would 
she say; and T said, “ Oui, nous avons bcaucoup d'espritt beau- 
coup plus que les Allemands," with the utmost simplicity; and 
then would half close my eyes, and give her a look that I thought 
must kill her. 

Shall I tell the result of our conversation ? In conversation i, 
Minna asked me if I did not think the tea rcmaricabty good, 
with which she and her sister treated me. She said it came 
overland from China, tliat her papa’s correspondent at Peters¬ 
burg forwarded it to them, and that no such tea was to l)e had 
in Germany. On this 1 seriously believed the tea to be excellent; 
and next morning at breakfast little Ilirsch walked smirking into 
my room, witli a parcel of six pounds of Congo, for which I had 
the honour of paying eighteen Prussian thalers, being two pounds 
fourteen shillings of'our money. 

The next time I called, Herr Moses insisU^d on regaling me 
with a glass of Cyprus wjne. His brother Ldwc of Constanti¬ 
nople was the only person in the world who possessed this pre¬ 
cious liquor. Four days afterwards T.ovve came to know how I 
liked the Cyprus wine which 1 had ordered, and would I like 
another dozen ? On saying that i had not ordered any, that I 
did not hke sweet wine, lie answered, ''Pardon!** it had been 
in ray cellar three days, and he would send some excellent MCidOi. 
at a moderate price, and would take no refusal. A basket of 
Mddoc came that Very night in my absence, with a bill directed 
to the ‘' High Well-lxjrn Count von Fitz-Doodle.” This excessive 
desire of the LOwc family to serve me made me relax my impor¬ 
tunities somewhat. "All!" says Minna, with a sigh, the next 
time I saw her, "have we offended you, Herr George? You 
don't come to .sec us any more now I '* , 

'* ril conic to-morrow," says I; and she gave me a look and 
asmile which, oh‘ * I am a fool, I know I am! ’’ as the honour- 
• able member for Montrose said t'other day. And was not 
Samson ditto? Was not Hercules another? Next day she was 
seated at the vine-leaves as I entered the court. She smiled, and 
then retreated. She had been on the look-out for me. t knew 
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!,1)c had. She held out her little band to me as I came into the 
j room’. Oh, how soft it was and how round ! and with a Mttle 
^ricot-coloured glove that—that l’ have to this day ! ' I had 
arranging a little compliment as 1 came along, something 
quite new and killing. I had only the heart to say. Es isi sehr 
warm.” 

“ Oh, Herr George! ’* says she; Lieber Herr George, what 
a progress have you made in German I You speak it like a 
native i" 

But somehow I iSrofcrred to continue the convcrsjition in 
French ; and it was made up, as I am bound to say. of remarks 
equally brilliant and appropriate with that one above given. 
When old Lowe came in 1 was winding a skein of silk, seated in 
an enticing attitude, gazing with all my soul at Delilah, who held 
down her beautiful eyes. . 

That day they did not sell me any bargains at all; and the 
n?xt found me, you may be very sure, in the same parlour again, 
.where, in his schiafrock, the old Israelite was Smoking his pipe. 

“Get away, papa," said Minna, “English lords can’t bear 
smolce. I’m sure Herr George dislikes it.” 

“ Indeed I smoke occasionally myself,” answered your bumble 
servant. 

“ Get bisfordshipa pipe, Minna, my soul'-s darling! *’ exclaimed 
the banker. 

“Oh yes: the beautiful long Turkish one," cried Minna, 
springing pp, and presently returned, bearing a long uherry- 
stick covered with a scarlet and gold cloth, at one end an ena¬ 
melled amber mouthpiece, a gilded pipe at the other. In she 
came dancing, wand in hand, and looking like a fairy! 

“Stop!" she said ; “ I must light it for Herr George," (By 
Jupiter! there was a way that girl had of pronouncing my name, 
“George,” which 1 never heard equalled before or since.) And 
accordingly, bidding her sister get fire, .she put herself in the 
prettiest attitude ever seen; with one little foot put forward, 
and her head thrown back, and a little band holding the pipe- 
Stick betweeh finger and thumb, and a pair of red lips kissing 
the amber mouthpiece with the sweetest smile ever mortal saw. 
Her sister, giggling, lighted the tobacco, and presently you saw 
issuing from between those beautiful, smiling, red lips of Minna's 
a little curling, graceful white smoke, which rose soaring up to 
ceiling, 1 swear, 1 felt quite faint with the fragrance of it. 
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Wh^n the pipe was lighted, she brought U to me with ejuite 
as pretty an attitude and a glance that—^ Psha I ’I gave old , 
MoseV Ldwe fourteen pounds sterling for that pipe that 
evening; and as for the mouthpiece, I would not part w'ith Tt 
away from me, hut 1 wrapped it up in a glove that 1 took from 
the table, and put both into my breast pocket; and next morning 
when Charley Wilder burst suddenly into my room, he fbund 
me sitting up in bed in a green silk nightcap, a little apricot- 
colourcd glove lying on the counterpane before me, your humble 
servant em]}loycd in mumbling the mouthpiece as if it w'ereablt 
of barley-sugar. 

He stopped, stared, burst into a shriek of laughter, and made 
a rush at the glove on the counterpane ; but, in a fury, I sent a 
large single-volumcd 'roni Moore (I am not a poetical man, but 
1 must confess 1 was reading some passages in “ Lalla Rookh" 
that I found applicable to my situation)—I sent, I say, a Topi 
Moore at his head, which, luckily, missed him ; and to which be 
responded by seizing a bolster and thumping me outrageously. 
It was lucky that he was a good-natured fellow, and had only 
resorted to that harmless weapon, for I was in such a fury that 
I certainly would have murdered him at the least insult. 

I did not murder him then ; but if he peached a single word 
upon the subject, I swore I would, and WMder knew I was a 
man of my word. He W3s not unaware of my Undre for Minna 
I-6we, and was for passing some of his delicate light-dragoon 
jokes upon it and her; but these, loo, I sternly cut short. 

"Why, cutb mo. if I don’t think you want to mawwy her?” 
blurted out Wilder. 

" Well, sir," said 1, "and suppose I do?”. 

*' What! niaw'wy the daughter of that thwindling old clothe- 
man? I tell you what, I'itth-Boodle, they alwayth thaid you 
were mad in the weg’ment, and, nm me thwough, if I don't 
think you arc.” 

"The man,” saysT, " sir, who would address Mademoiselle 
I^dwe in any but an honourable way is a scoundrel; and the man 
who says a word against her character is a liar! ” 

After a little further parley (which Wilder would not havbcotl-^ 
tinued but that he wanted to borrow money of me), that genfle* 
man retired, declaring that " I wath ath thulky ath a bear with 
a thaw head,” and left me to my apricot^coloured glove and my 
amber mouthpiece. 
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Wilder's^dsseition that I was going to act up to opinions 
^whtch 1 had always professed, and to marry Minna LOwe, cer- 
tilKnly astounded me, and gave me occasion for thought. Many 
tfie daughter of a Jew banker! 1. George Fitz-Boodle! ITiat 
would never do; not unless she had a million to her fortune, at 
least, and it was not probable that a humble dealer at Bonn 
could give her so much. Bui. marry her or not, I could not 
refrain from the sweet pleasure of falling in love with her, and 
shut my eyes to the morrow that I might prop<.*rly enjoy the day. 
Shortly after Wilder’s departure, little flirsch paid his almost 
daily visit to me. I detenninod—and wondered that 1 had 
never thought of the scheme before'-sagely to sound him re¬ 
garding Minna’s fortune, and to make use of him as my letter 
and message carrier. 

*' Ah, Hirsch 1 my lion of Judah I" sayr, I, “ you have brought 
tlie pipe-stick, have you ? ” ' 

"Yes, my lord, and seven pounds of tlie tobacco you said 
you liked. Tis real Syrian, and a great bargain you get it, I 
promise." 

" Egad 1 replied I, affecting an air of much careless in¬ 
genuousness, "Do you know, Hirncli, my boy, that the 
youngest of the Miss Lowes—Miss Anna, 1 think you call 
her ■'- 

" Minna,* said Hirsch, with a grin. 

"Well, Minna—Mlnna, Hirsch, is a dc\ilish fine girl; upon 
my soul now, she is." > 

" Do you really think so?” says Hirsch. 

" 'Pon my honour, I do. And yesterday, when she was 
lighting the pipe-stick, she looked so confoundedly htindsome 
that I—1 quite fell in love with her; really 1 did." 

"Hoi Veil, you do our people great honour. I’m sure," 
answered Hirsch, 

" Father a warm man ? ” 

■" Varm! How do you mean varm ? " 

** Why, rich. We call a rich man warm in England ; only 
ytnf. don't understand the language. How much, will he give 
hia, daughter?” 

"Oh! very little. Not a veck of your income, roy 
said Hirsch. 

** Pooh, pooh ! You always talk of mo as if I'm rich; but I 
tell you 1 am poor—exceedingly poor." 
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*'Go away vid you!” said llirsch incrcduloii6ly.‘ /*You 
poor t 1 vish 1 had a year or your income; that 1 do *' (and I« 
have no doabt he did, or of the revenue of any one else). ** 
be a rich man, and have dc best house in Bo^n. ” 

** Are you so very poor yourself, Hirsch, that you talk in' this 
way?” asked I. 

To which the young Israelite replied, that he had not one 
ddllar to rub against another ; that Mr. Lowe was a Close man; 
and finally (upon iny pressing the ]X>int, like a cunning dog as 
I was !), that he would do anything to earn a little money. 

Hirsch,” said I, like a wicked young reprobate and Don 
Juan, ‘'will you carry a letter to Miss Minna Lowe?” 

Now there was no earthly reason why I should have made a 
twopenny postman of Mr. Hirsch. I might with just as muen 
ease have given Minna the letter myself. I saw her daily, and 
for hours, and it would be hard if I could not find her for, a 
minute alone, or at least slip a note into her glove or pocket- 
handkerchief, if secret the note must be. But, T don't mind 
owning it, I was as ignorant of any love-making which requires 
mystery as any bishop on the bench, and pitched upon Hirsch, 
as it were, because in comedies and romances that t had read 
the hero has always a go-between—a valet, or humble follower 
—who performs the intrigue of the piece. So I aj^ked Hirsch 
the above question, “Would he carry a letter to Miss Minna 
L5we?” 

** Give it me," said he, with a grin. 

But the deuce of it was, it W'asn't written. Rosina, in the 
opera, has hers ready in her pocket, and says “ Eccolo qu^’* 
when Figaro makes the same request, so 1 told Hirsch that I 
would get it ready. And a very hard task 1 found it too, in 
sitting down to compose the document. It shall be in verse, 
thought I, for Minna understands some English; but there is 
no rhyme to Minna, as cverylxidy knows, except a Cockney, 
who niiglit make “thinner, dinner, winner," &c., answer to it. 
And as for Lowe, it is just as bad. Then it became, as 1 
thought, my painful duty to send her a note in French; and .in 
French finally it was composed, and 1 blush now when I think 
of the nonsense and bad grammar it contained—the conedt 
above all. The es^y vulgar assurance of victory with which I, 
a raw lad from the stupidest country in Europe, assailed ope of 
the most beautiful women in the world! - ' 
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Hirsch took the letteri and to bribe the fellow to silence, I 
agreed to purchase a great hideous amethyst brooch, which- he 
‘'had offered me a dozen times for sale, and which I had always 
till how. He said it had been graciously received, but 
as all the family were present in the evening wheit 1 called, of 
eourse no allusion could be made to the note; but 1 thought 
hfinna looked particularly kind, as I sat and last a couple of 
Fredericks at icarti to a very stout Israelite lady, Madame Lowe, 
junior, the wife of Monsieur Solomon I^owe.—1 think it was on 
this night, or the next, that I was induced to purchase a bale 
of remarkably hue lawn for shirts, for old Lowe had everything 
to sell, as is not uncommon with men of his professioh and 
persuasion ; and had I expressed a fancy for a coffin or a hod 
of mortar, I have no doubt Hirsch would have had it at my 
door next morning. 

I went on styiding letters to Minna, copying them out of a 
liSeful little work called “-Txj Petit Sderdtaire Franfais," and 
ea^tily adapting them to circumstances by altering a phrase here 
and there. Day and night 1 used to dangle about the house. 
It was provoking, to be sure, that Minna was never alone now ; 
her sister or Madame Solomon was always with her, and ns they 
naturally spoke German, of which language I knew' but few 
words, my evenings were passed in sighing, ogling, and saying 
nothing. I must have been a very charming companion. One 
evening was pretty much like another. Four or five times in 
the week old lojwe w'ould drop in and sell me a bargain. Berlin- 
iron cliaiiis and trinkets for my family at home; Naples so{|p, 
a case of ectu de Cologne ; a Ijcautiful dressing-gown, lined with 
fur, for the winter ; a rifle, one of the famous Frankfort make j 
a complete collection of the German classics ; and finally, to niy 
awful <lisgust, a set of the Byzantine historians. 

1 must tell you that, although my banking friend had fur¬ 
nished me with half a stone of Syrian tobacco from his brother at 
Constantinople, and though the most beautiful lips in the world 
ha4 first taught me to smoke it, I discovered, after a few pipes 
of the weed, that it was not so much to my taste as that grown 
in the West Indies; and as his Havannah cigars were also not 
to, my liking, I was compelled, not without some scruples of 
conscience at my infidelity, to procure ray smoking supplies 
cfcewhere. ' 

And now I come to the fatal part of iny story. Wilder, who 

‘ B2 
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vros likewise an amateur of the weed, once came to lodgings 
in tlie company of a tobacconist whom, he patronised; and 
who brought several boxes and samples for inspection. 

Rohr, which w'as the gentlemans name, %at down with us« 
His wares were very good, and—must 1 own it ?—I thought it 
would be a very clever and pi*udent thing'on my part to exchange' 
some of my rare Syrian against his canaster and itavatinahs.- 
1 vaunted the quality of the goods to hiiu, and going into the 
inner room, returned with a packet of the rearSyrimi. Herr 
Rohr looked at the parcel rather contemptuously, I thought 

‘' I have plenty of these goods in my shoj?,’* said he, 

'Why, you don't'lhay tho,” says Wilder, with a grin ; **it*th- 
the weal weguUr Thyvsinn. My friend Fitth-IJoodlc got it from 
hitb bankerth, an^ no mithtako I ” 

** Was it from Mr. Lowe ? ” rays Rohr, with another provoking 
sneer. 

" P^xactly. His brother [srael sent it from Constantinople.” 

‘ ‘ Bah ! ’* says Rohr. ' ‘ T solil this very tobacco, seven pounds 
of it, at fourteen grosche*n a pound, to *\fiss Minna Lowe and 
little Mr. Hirsch, who came expn ss to my shop for it. Here’s 
my seal,” says Mr. Rohr. And .sure enough lie produced from 
a very fat and dirty forefinger, a seal, which Iwrc the engraving 
on the packet. 

“You sold that to Miss Minna Lowe? ’ groaned poor Gtforge 
Filz-13oodle. 

“Yes, and she bated me down half a gros in the price. 
Heaven help you, sir! she alu'ays makes the liargains for her 
father. There's something so pretty about her that wc can’t 
resist her.” 

“Ami do you tholl wiucib, toe—'rhypwiitb and M^doc, hey?’* 
continued the bruto Wilder, enjoying the joke. 

“No,” answered Mr. Rolix, with another confounded sheer, 

“ He makes those liimsclf; but I haiu' some very fine M($doQ 
and Greek wine, if his high wclMiorn lord.ship would like a few 
dozen. Shall I send a panier?” 

** Jjeave the movi, sir!” here shouted 1, in a voice of iincpn-* 
trpllable ferocity, and looked so wildly that little Rohr rushed 
away in a fright, and W'ilder bur.st into one of his dcmdniacol 
laughs again. 

“Don’t you thee, my good fwiend,” continued.he, “how we- 
gularly thethe people have been doing you ? I tell you theit, 
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chawacterth are known all over the town. Tliere^th 'hot a 
fthtndent fti the place but can give you a hithtorv' of the family. 
L^we ith an infamal old uthuwcr, and liith daughterth wegular 
matitwapth. At the I'htar, where 1 dine with the oftlcerth of the 
garrithoft, you and Minna arc a thtnndard joke. Captain Heer- 
pauk wath caught himthclf for nenr ihix weeklh ; young Von 
Twommel wath womoveti by hilh fwiendth ; old Colonel Blitz 
wath at one time tho nearly gone in love with the elder, that he 
would have bad a divorce from hith lady. Among the thlu- 
dentth the mania hath been jutht tin* thame. Whenever one 
w^uh worth plucking, Lbwe uthecl to have him to hiia houtho 
ahd w'ob him, until at latlu the wruhearth chawacter became, 
tho well known that the thiidenith in a body have dciherted liiin, 
and you will find that not one of them will dance with hith 
ddugliterth, hanclthome ath they are. Co clown to Godesberg' 
to^iight and thee.” 

“ 1 am going," answered T ; “ the young ladies asked me to 
drive down in their carriage;" and I Hung myself back on the 
sofa, and puffed away volumes of smoko, and tossed and tumbled 
thelivo-long day, with a horrible conviction that something of 
what Wilder had told me miglit be true, and with a vow to, sacri¬ 
fice, at least, one of the officers who h.'ul been laughing at me. 

There they were, the scoundrels ! in their cursed tight frock- 
ebats and hay-coloured inustachios. twirling round in the 
waltzes witli the citizens’ daughters, when, according to promise, 

1 arrived with the Israelitish ladies at the garden at Godesberg, 
where dancing is curi'ied on twice or thrice in a w eck. 'I’hero 
were the students wuth their long pipes, ami little caps, and long 
hair, tippling at the tables under the Ic.ives, or dancing that 
absurtl waltz which has always Vieen tho object of my contempt. 
The fact is, 1 am not a dancing man. 

Students and officers, I thought cveiy eye was looking nt me, 
as I entered the garden with Miss Minna Lihve on my arm. 
Wilder tells me that I lookt d blue with rage, and as if I should 
cut the throat of any man I met. 

We had driven down in old 1 .owe's landau, the old g»*ntlemart 
himself acting’as coachman, with Mr. Hir-sch in hi.s liesi clothc'S 
by hjs side. In the carriage came Madame Solomon, in yci’ow 
satin; Miss Lowe, in light green (it is astonishing how persons 
of ■«, light complexion will wear thi.s detestable colour); Miss 
Mihha was In white muslin, with a pair of black knit gloves on 
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htf beautiful ams, a pink riband round her delibate waist, and 
a pink scarf on her shoulders, for In those'days<—and the fashion ^ 
exists still somewhat on the Rhine-^it was the custom o£1ad^ 
to dress themselves in what we call an evening costume for 
dinner-time; and so was the lovely Minna attired. As i sat by 
her on the back scat, I did not say one single word, I confess, 
but looked unutterable things, and forgot in her beauty all the 
suspicions of the morning. I hadn’t asked her to waltJ!**-for, 
the fact is, I didn't know how to waltz, and so only bcgged'her 
hand for a quadrille. , 

We entered thus Mr. Blintzner’s garden as I have described; 
the men staring at ils, the lovely Minna on my arm. I ordered 
refrci^imcnts for the party; and wc sat at a table near the 
^Jjoarded place where the people were dancing. No one came 
up to ask Minna to waltz, and I confess 1 was not sorry for it-— 
for I own to that dog-in-the-rnanger jealousy which is commpn 
to love—no one came but poor little Hirsch; who had been absent 
to get sandwiches for the ladies, and came up making his bow 
just as I was asking Minna whether she would give no response 
to my letters. She looked surprised—looked at Hirsch, who 
looked at me, and laying his hand (rather familiarly) upon my 
. arm, pul tl«j other paw to his great red blubber lips, as if enjoin¬ 
ing silenceand, without a word, carries off Minna, and began 
twisting her round in a waltz, v 

The little brute had assumed his best clothes for the occasion. 
He had a white hat and a pair of white gloves; a gre«i satin 
stock, with profuse studs of jewels in his shirt; a yellow wAist- 
coat, with one of pink Caslirnere underneath; very short nankeen 
trousers, and striped silk stockings ; and aswallow-tailed, short- 
waisted, light-brown coat, with brass buttons; the tails whirled 
in the wind as he and his partner spun round to a very quick 
waltz—not without agility. I confess, on the little scoundrel's 
part—and oh, with what incomparable grace on Minna's. The 
other waltzers cleared away, doubtless to look at her' perform¬ 
ance ; but though such a reptile was below my jealousy. I felt 
that 1 should have preferred to the same music to kick the Httle 
beast round the circle rather than see his hand encircling sadh a 
waist as that. 

.lliey only made one or two turns, however, and came Bciclt. 
Minna was blushing very red, and very much agitated* 

"Willyou take qne turn, FrUulein Lisa?" said tbe active 
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Hirsch ^ and after a little to^o on tbe part of the cider sisteri 
she goit; up. and advanced to the dancing place. 

^ \Vhtit xny suiprise when the people again cleared off. and 
left the pair to perform alone! Hirbch and his partner enjoyed 
their waltZk however, and returned, looking as ill-humoured as 
possible. The band struck up presently a quadrille tune. I 
would not receive any of Minna's excuses. She did not wish to 
dance; she was faint-~shc had no vis^d-vis. “ Hirsch," said I, 
with much courtesy, *'take out Madame Solomon^ and come 
and dance.” We advanced--big Mrs. Solomon and Hirsch, 
Minna and I—Miss Lisa renmining with her papa over the 
Rhine wine and sandwiches. 

- There were at least twenty couple, who were mustering to 
make a quadrille when we advanced. Minna blushed scarlet, 
and I felt her trembling on my arm , no doubt 'twas from joy at 
^^ancing with the fashionable young Englander. Hirsch, with 
a low bow and'scrape, led Madame Solomon opposite us, and 
put himself in the fifth position. It was rather di^gu5ting, cer¬ 
tainly, for George Savage Filz-Boodle to be dancing vis'd-vis 
with such an animal as that 1 

Mr. Hirsch clapped his bauds with a knowing air, to begin. 
1 looked up from Minoa (what 1 had been whispering to her 
umst not be concccilcd—in fact, I had said so previously, es ist 
sehr warm / but -I said it with an .accent that must have gone to 
her heart),—when I say I looked up from her lovely face. I 
found that every one of the other couples had retired, and that 
we four were left to dance the quadrille by ourselves ! 

Yes, by Heavens! it was sc! Minna, from being scarlet, 
imned ghastly pale, and would have fallen back had I not en¬ 
circled her with my .arm. " I’m ill,” said she ; " let me go back 
to my father.’' “You must dance^" said T, and held up my 
clenched fist at Hirsch, who I thought w'ould have niov<^ off 
too; on-which the liltlc fellow wjis compelled to slop. And so 
we lour went through the quadrille. 

The first figure seemed to me to last a hundred thousand 
years. 1 don't know how it was that Minna did not fall down 
and faint; but gathering courage all of a sudden, and*throwing 
a quick fierce look round alx>ut her, as if in defiance, and a 
frown which made my little angel for a moment look like a little 
demon, she went through the dance with a.s much gracefulness 
a duchess. As for me,—at first the whole air seemed to be 
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peopled with grinning fiices, and I moved about almost ’ choked 
with rage and passion. Then gradually the Him of fti^ -wolre- ^ 
off, and I became wonderfully calm,—nay^ had the leisure 
look at Monsieur Hirsch/ who performed all the steps-wi§i 
wonderful accuracy ; and at every one of the faces round ahoutA> 
officers, students, and citizens. None of the gcntlcmcHi pro¬ 
bably, liked my face. —for theirs wore, as I looked at them; a 
very grave and demure expression. Biit as Minna was dancing, 

1 heard .a voice beliind her cry, sneei ingly, “ Brava T' I turned 
quickly round and caught the speaker. lie turned very red, 
and so betrayed himself. Our eyes met—it. was a settled thing. 
There was need of any further arrangement, and it was then, 
as 1 have said, that the film cleared off; and 1 have to thank 
Captain Heerpauk for getting through the quadrille without an 
apoplexy. 

"Did you hear that—that voice, Herr George?” said Miss 
Minna, looking beseechingly in my face, and trembling on my 
ann, as I led her back to her father. Poor soul! I saw it all 
at once. She loved me,—I knew she did, and trembled lest I 
should run into any danger. I stuttered, .stammered, vowed 1 
did not hear it; at the same time swearing inwardly an oath of 
the largest dimensions, that I would ent the throat whence that 
"Brava* issued. I left ray lady for a moment, and finding 
Wilder, ixiintod out the man to him. 

"Oh, Heerpauk," says he. * ** WViat do you want with him? " 

"Charley," says 1, with much heroism and ferocity, I want 
to shoot him: just tell him .so.” And when, on demurring, I 
swore I would go and imil the captain’s nose on the grotmd; 
Wilder agreed to settle the business for me; and I returned to 
our party. 

It was quite clear that we could not stay longer in the gar¬ 
dens. Lowe’s carriage w'jis not to come for an hour yet; for 
the banker would not expend money in stabling his horses at 
the inn, and had accordingly sent them back to Bonn. What 
should we do ? There is a ruined castle at Godesberg, which 
looks down upon the, fair green pldin of the Rhine, where Mx. 
Blintzner’s house stands (and let the reader be thankful that I 
don't give a description of scenery here); there is, I say, a cajrOie 
at GodevVxirg. " Bxplorons le shatto," says 1; which 
French Hirseh translated; and this suggestion was adopted by 
the-five Israelites, to the tairest of whom I ofBsrcd my arm* 
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The lovely Minna took it, and away we went; Wilder, who was 
standing at the gate, giving me a nod, to say all was right. I 
«;iw him presently^ strolling up the hill after me, with a F^ssian 
^heer, with whom he was talking. Old I.Owe was with his 
^daughter, and as the old banker was infirm, the pair walked but 
slowly. ' Monsieur Hirsch had given his arm to Madame Solo¬ 
mon. She was a fat woman ; the consequence was that Minna 
and-I were soon^ considerably ahead of the rest of the party, 
and were ascending the hill alone. T said several things to her, 
suph as only lovers say. '* Com il fay bo issy,” says I, in the 
most insimiating way. No answer. “ Es ist etwas kalt,'* even 
I continued, admirably varying iny phrase. She did not speak; 
she wjis agitated by the events of tho evening, and no wonder. 

That, fair round arm resting ou mine,—that lovely creature 
walking by my side in the calm moonlight,—the silver Rhine 
dashing before us, with DrarlienfeU and the Seve.n Mountains 
iffsing clear in the di.stance,—the music of the dance coming up 
to us from the plain below,—the path winding every now and 
then Into the darkest foliage, and at the next n\oment giving us 
rich views of the moonlit river and plain below. Could any man 
but feel the influence of a. scene so r\qiii.sitcly lovely ? 

“Minna,” .says I, as she wouldn't speak,—“Minna, I love 
you; you have known it long, long ago, I know you have. 
Nay, do not wilhdr.-tw your hand; your heart has spoken for 
me. Be mine, then ! ” and taking her hand, I kissed it rap¬ 
turously, and should have proceeded to her check, no doubt, 

when-she gave me a swinging box on the car, started back, 

and incontinently fell a-scrcaming as loudly as any woman 
ever did. ^ 

“Minna, Minna!” I heard the voice of that cursed Hirsch 
•sliouting. “,Minna, mcinc / ” and he rushed up the hill; 

and Minna flung herself in his arms, crying, “Lorenzo, my 
husband, save me ! ” 

.Tlie I.,dwe family. Wilder, and his friend, came skurrying up 
the hill at the same time ; and \vc formed what in the lheatre.s 
is ixilled a tableau. 

“ You coward 1 ” s.ays Minna, her eyes flashing fire, “ who 
poulfl see a woman insulted., and never defend her!" , 

You coward,” roared Hirsch; “coward as well as profli¬ 
gate! You communicated to me your lawless love for this 
me her aflianced husband; and you bod the audacity 
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to seiuS her letters, not one of which, so help me Heayeti, has 
been received. Yes, you will laugh at Jews,—will yoU>, you , 
brutal Englishman? You will insult our people,—^will yQU)>yi^ 
stupid islander ? Psha! I spit upon you 1 ’* and here MonsUsor 
Hirsch snapped his fingers in my face, liolding Minna at th«» 
same time round the waist, who thus became the Iktle monster’s 
buckler. 

» • • • • ■ s 

" t 

They presently walked away, and left :ne in a pleasant condi' 
tibn. I was actually going to fight a duel on the morrow f<»r 
the sake of this fury, and it appeared that she had flung me 
for cowardice. I had allowed myself to be swindled by her* 
father, and insulted by her filthy little bridegroom, and for 
what? All the consolation I got from Wilder was,—“I told 
you tho, my boy, but you wouldn’t lithon, you gweat thtoopid 
blundcwing ignowainuth; £tnd now 1 shall have to thee yo^ 
shot and buwied to-morrow; and I dare thay you won't even 
remember me in your will. Captain Schliiger,” continued he, 
presenting me to his companion, “Mr. I’itz-Boodle; the Cap¬ 
tain acts for Heerpauk in the morning, and w'e were just talking 
matters over, when Webccca yonder quied out, and we found 
her in the armth of Bwian de R)is-Guilbert here." 

Captain Schlhger was a little, social, good-humoured man, 
with a mustachio of straw and silver mixed, and a brilliant 
purple sabre-cut across a rose-coloured nose. Fie had the Iron 
Cross at his buttonhole, and looked, as he was, a fierce little 
fighter. But he was too kind-hearted to allow of two boys 
needlessly cutting each other’s throats; and much to the dis¬ 
appointment of Wilder, doubtless, wh</liad been my second in 
the Martingale affair, and enjoyed no better sport, he said in 
English, laughing, Veil, make your mint easy, my goot young 
man, I link you af got into enough sgrabes about dis tarn 
Shewess; and dat you and Heerpauk haf no need to blow each 
other's b:ain.s off." 

“ Ath for Fitlh apologithing," burst out Wilder, ** that’th <»ll 
of the quelhtion. He gave the challenge, you know; and how 
the dooth ith he to apologithe now ? " 

**He gave the challenge, and you took it, and you are de 
greatest fool of dc two. I say the two young men sh^ po^ 
fight; ’’ and then the honest Captain entered into a hi^ory "of. 
the worthy family of Israel, which ^'ould have saved me at kast 
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fifty pounds^ had I hnovn it sooner. It did not differ in sufa« 
^,sthnce inini what Rohr and Wilder had' both told me in the 
laming; Tlie venerable I^we was a great thief and ex¬ 
tortioner : the daughters were employed as decoy-ducks, in the 
first place- for the University and the garrison, and afterwards 
for young strangers, such as my wise self, who visited the place, 
lliere was some very sad story about the cider Miss Lowe and 
a tutor from Saint John's College, Ccambridge, who came to 
• Bonn on a reading tour; but 1 am not at lil^rty to set down 
here the particulars. And with regard to Minna, there was a‘ 
Still more dismal hi:,tory. A fine handsome young student, the 
pride of the University, had first ruined himself through the 
ofhees of the father, and then shot himself for love of the daugh¬ 
ter ; from which time the whohi town had put the family into 
Coventry ; nor had they appeared for two years in public until 
U|g>on the present occasion with me. As for Monsieur Hirsch, 
he did not care. He was of a rich Krankfort family of the people, 
serving his apprenticeship with Lowe, a cousin, and the destined 
husband of the younger daughter. He traded as much as he 
could on his own account, and would run upon any errand, and 
buy or sell anything for a consideration. And so, instead of 
fighting Captain Heerpauk, I agreed, willingly enough, to go 
back to the hotel at Godeslx-rg, and shake liaxids with that 
officer. The reconciliation, or, rather, the acquaintance be¬ 
tween us, was effected over a bottle of wine, at Mr. Blintzner's 
hotel; and we rode comfortably back in a drosky together to 
Bonu, where the Friendship was still more closely cemented by 
A supper. At the close of the repenst, Heerpauk made a speech 
on England, fatherland, and German truUi and love, and kindly 
saluted me with a kiss, which is at any lady's service who 
peruses this little narrative. 

As for Mr. Hirsch, it must be confessed, to my shame, that 
the next morning a gentleman having the air of an old clothes- 
man off duty presented me with an envelope, containing six 
letter^' of my composition addressed to Miss Minna Lowe 
{among them was a little poem in English, which has since 
called tears from the eyes of more than one lovely girl); and, 
Imthermdre, a letter from himself, in which he, Baron Hirsch, 
pf Hirschenwald (the scoundrel, like my friend Wilder, pur- 
d^ttsedhis title in the “ Awthtwiap ThervUh”)—in which he, I 
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say, Baron Hirsch, of Hirschenwald, challenges me for insulting 
Miss Minna Lowe, or demands an apology. 

'This, 1 said, Mr. Hirsch might have whenever he chose 
come and fetch it, pointing to a horsewhip which lay in *a 
corner: but that he must come early, as I proposed to quit 
Bonn the next morning. The 13aron's friend, hearing this, 
asked whether I would like some remarkably fine cigars for my 
excursion, which he could give me a great bargain? He was 
then shown to the door by my body-servant; nor did Hirsch 
von Hirschenwald come for the .apology, 

Twice every year, however, I get a letter from him, dat^ 
Frankfort, and proposing to make me a present of a splendid 
palace in Austria or Bohc.*iTiia, or 200 ,coo florins, should I 
prefer money. I saw his lady at Frankfort only last year, in a 
front box at the tht'.atre loaded with diamonds, and at least 
sixteen stone in weight. 

Ah! Minna, Minna ! thou mayest grow to be a^ ugly as sin. 
and as fat as Daniel Lambert, but 1 have the amber mouthpiece 
still, and swear that the prettiest lips in Jewry have kiss«id it! 

[The MS. here concludes with a rude design of a young lady 
smoking a pipe.] 
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T>EYQND sparring and cricltfet, I do not recollect 1 learnM 
ahylliing useful at Slaughter House School, where I was 
educated (according to an old family tradition; Ahich sends 
particular generations of gentlemen to particular schools in the 
kingdom ; and such is the force of habit, that though I hate the 
place, I shall send my own son thither too, should I marry any 
<^y), I say I learned little that was useful at Slaughter House, 
and nothing that was ornamental, I would as soon have 
thought of learning to dance as of learning to climb chimneys. 
Up to the age of seventeen, as I have shown, I had a great 
contempt for the female race, and when age brought with it 
warmer and justcr scintimcnls, where Wiis I ?—I could no more 
dance nor prattle to a young girl than a young bear could. I 
have seen the ugliest little low-bred wretches carrying off young 
and lovely creatures, twirling with them in waltzes, whispering 
between their glossy curls in quadrilles, simpering with perfect 
equanimity, and cutting />as in that abominable " cavalier seul,'* 
until my soul grew sick witli fury. In a word, 1 determined to 
learn to dance. 

But such things fire hard to be acquired late in life, when the 
bones and habits of a man arc formed. Lxsok at a man in a 
bunting-field who has not been tauglit to ride as a boy. AH 
the pluck and courage in the w'orld will not make the man of 
him that I am, or as any man who has had the advantages of 
early education in the field. 

In the same way with dancing. I'liough I went to work with 
immense energy, both in Brewer Street, Golden Square (with an 
advertising fellow), and aftcrw'ards with old Coulon at Paris, I 
never was able to be easy in dancing: and though little Coulon 
- instructed me in a smile, it was a cursed forced one, that looked 
f bke the grin of a person in extreme agony. I once caught sight 
' of it in a glass, and have hardly ever smiled since. 
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Most young men about London have gone through, that 
strapge sdbmt ordeal of the dancing-school, t am. given, to 
understand that young snobs from attorn^' ofEccs, ' 

shops, and the like, make' not the least mystery of their 
■ceedings in the saltatory line, but trip gaily, with pumps inband> 
to some dancing-place about Soho, waltz and quadrille it with 
Miss Greengrocer or Miss Butcher, and fancy they have had 
rather a pleasant evening. There is one house in Dover Street, 
where, behind a dirty curtain, such figures maybe seen hopping 
«very night, to a perpetual fiddling; and I have stood some* 



.times wondering in the street, with about six blackguard boys 
wondering too, at the strange contortions of the figures jumping 
up and down to tlic mysterious squeaking of the kit. Have 
they no shame ces gens f are such degrading initiations to be. 
held in public? No, the snob may, but the man of refined 
mind never can submit to show himself in public labouring at 
the apprenticeship of this most absurd art. It is owing, per¬ 
haps. to this modesty, and the fact that I had no sisters at h'bme; 
that I have never thoroughly been able to dance; for though I 
always arrive at the end of a quadrille ^and thank Heaven for it 
too 1) and though. I believe, 1 make no mistake in particular, 
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yet I solemn!/'confess I have never been able thoroughly to- 
gcompiehefid the mysteries of it, or what I have been about from 
begiftning'to the end of the dance. I always look at the 
lady opposite, and do as she does; if she did not know how to 
'dance, pat hasard, it would be all up. But if they can't do 
anything else, women can dance; let us give them that praise 
at least. 

In London, then, for a considerable time, I used to get up at 
eight o’clock in the morning, and pass an hour alone with Mr. 
VVilkinsbn of the Theatres Royal, in Golden Square—an hour - 
alone. It was “one, two, three ; one, two, three—now jump- - 
right foot more out, Mr. Smith ; and if you ctn4ld ’ry and look, 
a little more cheerful, your partner, sir, would like you hall the 
better." Wilkinson called me Smith, for the fact is, I did not 
tell him ray real name, nor (thank Heaven !) docs he know it to 
day. 

I never breathed a word of my doings to any soul among my 
friends ; once a pack of them met rne in the strange neighbour¬ 
hood, v^cn, I am ashamed to say, I muttered something about 
a “ little French milliner," and walked off, looking as knowing ns 
I could. 

In Paris, two Cambridge men and myself, who happened to 
be staying at a bosirding-hoiisr together, agreed to go to Coulon, 
la little creature of four feel high with a pigtail. His room was 
hung round with glasses. Ho made us take off our coats, and 
dance each before a mirror. Once he was standing before us 
playing on his kit—the sight of the little master and the pupil 
was so supremely rifliculous, that 1 burst into a yell of laughter, 
which so offended the old man that he walked away abruptly, 
and begged me not to repeat my visits. Nor did I. I was 
' just getting into walt/ing then, but determined to drop W'altz- 
3ng, and content myself with quadrilling for the rest of my 
days. 

■ This was all very well in France and ICngland : but in Gcr-* 
many what was 1 to <io? What did Hercules do when Omphate 
ca{itivated him? What did Rinaldo do when Ariukla fixed 
Vppn him hej twinkling eyes? Nay, to cut all historical in¬ 
stances short, by going at once to the earliest, what did Adam 
do when Eve tempted him? He yielded and became her slave; 
and so T do heartily trust every honest rhan will yield until the 
end of the world—he has no heart who will not, Wlien I was 
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in Uermaiiy, I say, I began to learn iowalix. The reader from 
this will no doubt expect that, some new love-adventures befell me,, 
—^nor will his gentle heart be disappointed. Two deep'and 
inendous incidents occurred which shall bo notified on the present 
o<xasion. 

The reader, perhaps, remembers the brief api^tiarance of his- 
Highness the Duke of Kalbsbraten-Pumpernickel at 
House, in the first part of ray Memoirs, at that unlucky p^iod 
of my life when the Duke was led to remark the odour about my 
i lothes which lost me the hand of Mary M'Alister. I somehow 
found myself in his Jlighness’s territories, of which anybody n[iay 
road a description in the Alnianach dc Gut/ta. His Highness’s 
father, as is well known, married Einilia Kiinegunda I'horaasina 
('harleria Ernanuela Louisa Georgina, Princess of Saxe-Pum- 
pcrnickel, and a cousin of his Highness the Duke. Thus the 
two principalities were united under one ha])py sovereign in 
pcriion of Philibert Sigismund Emanuel Maria, the reigning 
Duke, who has received from his country (on account of the 
celebrated pump which he erected m the market-place, of Kalbs- 
braten) the well-merited, appellation of the Magnificent. The 
allegory which the fctatue.s round about the pump represent, is of* 
a \ery mysterious and complicated sort. Minerva is observed lead¬ 
ing up Ceres to a river-god, who has his aims round the neck of 
F^omona; while Mars (in a full-bottomod wig) is driven away by 
F*eace, under whose mantle two lovdy children, representing the 
Duke's two provinces, repose. The celebrated Speck is, as need 
scarcely be said, the author of this piece; and of other magni¬ 
ficent edifices in the Rcsidcnz, such as the 'guard-room, the 
.skittle-hall {Grosshcrsoj^lich JCalbshratenpHmfcrnickclisch ^chkit- 
Uhpiehaat), &c., and the superb .sentry-boxes before the Grand- 
Ducal Palace. He is Knight Grand Cross of the ancient 
Kartoffel Order, as, indeed, is almost every one else in his 
llighncss's dominions. 

The town of Kalbsbraten contains a population of two thou¬ 
sand inhabitants, and a palace which would accommodate about 
.^ix limes that number. The principality sends three and a half 
men to tlie German Confederation, who are commanded by a 
General (Excellency), two Major-Generals, and sixty-four ofiicei^ 
of lower grades; all noble, all knights of tht» Order, and almost 
all ehambejlains to his Highnesathc Grand Duke. An excellent 
band of eighty performers is the admiration of the surrounding 
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countiy, and tbe Grand*Ducal troops to battle in time of 
^war. Only, three of the contingent of soldiers jreiumed from the 
bii^le'of Waterloo, where they won much honourthe remainder ‘ 
was cut to pieces on that glorious day. 

Thi^ is a chamber of representatives (which, however, nothing 
can induce to sit), home and foreign ministers, residents fibna' 
ncighhottring courts, law presidents, town councils, &c., all the 
adjuncts of a big or little government. 'Ihe Court has its 
chamberlain.^ and marshals, the Grand Duchess her noble 
ladies in waiting and blushing maids of honour. Thou wert 
ohCt Dorothea 1 Dost remember the poor young TCnelander? 
We parted in anjger; but 1 think—1 think thou hast not for- 
gotten him. 

The way In which I have Dorothea von Spc^ck present to my 
mind is this : not as I first saw her in the garden—for her hair 
in bandeaux then, and a large Leghorn hat with a deep 
riband covered half her fair face.—not in a morning-dress, which, 
by the way, was none of the newest nor the best made—hut as 
1 saw her after\vard.s at £i ball at the pleasant splendid little 
Court, where she movc'd the most beautiful of the beauties of 
Kalbsbraten. The grand saloon of the palace is lighted—the 
Grand Duke and his otTicers, the Duchess and her ladies, have 
passed through. I, in my uniform of the—tli, and a number 
of young fellows (who are evidently admiring my legs and envy¬ 
ing my distingiU apptiaranoc), arc w’aiting round tlic entrance- 
door, where a huge Heyduke is standing, and announcing the 
lilies of the guests as they arrive. 

“HKKR OKKUHOF-UNI) 13AU • iNSrKKTOR VON SPECK ! ** 
shouts the Heyduke; and the little Inspector comes, in. His 
lady i.s on his arm—huge, in towering plumes, and her favourite 
cdstumc of light blue. Fair women always dress in light blue 
or light green ; and Frau von Speck is very fair and stout. 

But who comes behind her? Tacbi^r Hinimel! It is Doro¬ 
thea ! Did earth, among all the flowers which h.avc sprung 
.from its bosom, produce ever one more beautiful? She was, 
none of your heavenly beauties, 1 tell you. She had nothing 
ethereal about her. No, sir; *!hc was of the earth earthy, ‘and 
nnifil have weighed ten stone four or five, if she weighed an 
ounce, had none of your Chinese feet, nor waspy unhealthy 
waists, which those may'admire who will. No: Dora’s foot 
was a ^QOd stout one; you could see her ankle (if her robe was 
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short ehough) without the aid of a microscope; and that envious 
little sour skinny Amalia von ^'fangeIwul7;d u^ed to hold up her 
four fingers and say (the two girls were most intimate 
course), " Dear Dorothea’s vaist is so much dickei 
And so. I have no doubt it was. 

But what then ?,. Goethe sings in one of his divine epigraihs 

Ejjicures vaunting their ta«!te, entitle me vulgar and .*uivage: 

Give them their Hrusseh-sprouts, but 1 am contented with cabbage.*'' 

I hate your little women—that is, when I am in love with a tall 
one ; and who would not have loved Dorothea? 

Fancy her, then, if you please, about five feet four inches 
high—fancy her in the family colour of light blue, a little scarf 
covering the most brilliant shouldi.TS in the world ; and a pair 
of gloves clinging close round a» arm that may, perhaps, be 
somewhat too large now, but that Juno might have envied then. 
After the fashion of young ladies on the Continent, she wears 
no jewels or gimcracks : her only oruanicnt is a wreath of vin«> 
leave.s in her hair, with little clusters of artificial grapes. Down 
on her shoulders falls the brown hair, in rich liberal clusters; 
all that health, and good-humour, and beauty can do for the- 
face, kind nature has done for hers. Her eyes are frank* 
sparkling, and kind. As for her cheeks, what paint-box or 
dictionary contains pigments or words to describe their red? 
They say she opens her mouth and smiles always to show the 
dimples in her cheeks. Vsha ! ahe smiles because she is happy, 
and kind, and good-humoured, and not because her teeth are 
little pearls. 

All the young fellows crowd up to ask her to dance, and,, 
taking from her waist a little nsother-of-pearl r«'mernbrancer, sfic 
notes them down. Old SchpalKil for the polonaise ; Klingeti- 
spohr, first wallz ; Ilaarbart, second waltz ; Count Hornpieper 
(the Danish envoy), third ; and .so on. I have said why / could 
not ask her to waltz, and I turned away with a pang, and played 
Scar'd with Colonel Trumpcnpack all night. 

In thus introducing this lovely creature in her ball-costume, 
I have been somewhat premature, and had b(’St go back to the 
beginning of the history of my acquaintance with her. 

Dorothea, then, w'as the daughter of the celebrated Speck 
before mentioned. It is one of the oldest names in Germany, 
where her father's and mother’s houses, those of Speck and 


friends^f 
• as dK.” 
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£yer, are loved wherever they are known. Unlike his warlike 
progenitorj Lorenzo von Speck, Dorothea’s father, had early 
* slwwn himself a passionate admirer of art; had quitted home to 
study architcctnre in Italy, and had become ceicbiatcd through¬ 
out Europe, and been appointed Oberhofarchitect and.Kunst- 
und Bau*lnspektor of the united principalities. They are but 
four miles wide, and his genius has consequently but little room 
to play. Wliat art can do, however, he does.. The palace 
is frequently whitewashed under his eyes; the theatre painted 
occasionally ; the noble public buildings erected of which I have 
al^dy made mention. 

I had come to Kalbsbratcn, scarce knowing whither I went; 
and having, in about ten minutes, seen the curiosities of the 
place (1 did not care to sec the King’s palace, for chairs and 
tables have no great charm for me), I had ordered horses, and 
wanted to get on I cared not whither, when Fate threw'Dorothea 
itrtny way. I was yawning back to the hotel through the palacc- 
gardon, a valet-de-place at my side, when I saw a young lady 
seated under a tree reading a no\el, her mamma on the same 
bench (a fat woman in light blue) knitting a stocking, and two 
officers, choked in their stay's, with various orders on their 
spinuch-colourcd coats, standing by in first attitudes : the one was 
caressing the fat lacly-in-blue's little dog; the other was twirling 
hisowrn moustache, which was already as nearly as possible curled 
into his own eye. 

I don't know how it is, but I hate to sec men evidently intimate 
with nice-looking women, and on good terms with themselves. 
There’s something annoying in their cursed complacency—their 
evident sunshiny happiness. I’ve no w'oman to make sunshine 
for me ; and yet my heart tells me that not one, but several such 
suns, would do good to my system. 

"Who are those pert-looking officers," says I, peevishly, to 
the guide, " who arc talking to tho.se vulgar-looking women? ’* 

" The big one, with the epaulets, is Major von Schnabel; the 
little one, with the pale face, is Sticfel von Klingenspohr." 

" And the big blue woman ? ’’ 

"The Grand-Ducal rumpcrnickelian-Court-arcbitectress and 
Upper-Palace-and-building-Inspectrcss von Speck, born von 
Eyer," replied the guide. " Your well-born honour has seen 
the pump in the market-place; that is the work of the great 
VoQ Speck. ”i 
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” And yonder young person ? ” 

“ Mr, COurt-architect’s daughttT, the Frhulein Dorothea.'* 

« • • • • « m m 

Dorothea looked up from her novel here, and turned her face 
towards the stranger who was passing, and then blushing turned 
it down again. Schnabel looked at mo with a scowl, Klingen- 
spohr with a simper, the dog with a yelp, the fat lady in blue 
jmt gave one glance, and seemed, I thought, rather well pleased. 
“Silence, Lischcn!“ said she to the dog. “Go on, darling 
Dorothea,” she added, to her daughter, who continued her novel. 

Her voice was a little tremulous, but very low and rich. iFor 
some reason or other, on getting back to the inn, I countermanded 
the horses, and said 1 would stay for the night. 

I not only stayed that night, but many many .afterwards ; and 
as for the manner in which I lx?canie acquainted with the Speck 
family, why it wa.s a good joke agtiinst me at the time, and 1 did 
not like then to have it known ; but now it may as well come 
out at once. Speck, as everybody knows, lives in the market¬ 
place, opposite his grantl work of ait, the town pump, or 
fountain. I bought u large sheet of paper, and, having a knack 
at drawing, sat down, witli the greatest gravity, before the pump 
and sketched it for several hours. I knew it would bring out old 
Speck to see. At first he contented himself by flattening bis 
nose against the window-glasses of his study, and looking what 
the linghinder was about. Then he put on his grey cap with 
the huge green shade, and sauntered to the door: then he walked 
round me, and formed one of a band of street-idlers who were 
looking on : then at last he could restrain himself no more, but, 
pulling off his cap, with a low bow, began to discourse upon 
arts, and architecture in particular. 

“ It is curious,” says he, “ that you have taken the saute view 
of which a print has been engraved.” 

“That w extraordinary," says I (though it wasn’t, for I had 
traced ray drawing at a window off the very print in question). I 
added that I was, like all the world, immensely struck with the 
beauty of the edifice ; heard of it at Rome, where it was consi¬ 
dered to be superior to any of the celebrated fountains of that 
capital of the fide arts; finally, that unless perhaps the celebrated 
fountain of Aldgate in I^ondon might compare with it, Kalbs- 
brateii building, except in that case, was incomparable. 

This speech I addressed in French, of which the worthy 
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Hofarchitcct understood somewhat, and'ContiAuing to reply in 
•German, our conversation grew pretty close. It is singular that 
I <lLn talk to a man and pay him compliments with the utmost 
gravity, whereas, with a woman, I at once lose all self-possession, 
and have never said a pretty thing in my life. 

My operations on old Speck were so conducted, that in a 
quarter of an hour I had elicited from him an invitation to go 
over the town with him, and sec its architectural beauties. So 
we walked through thehugehalf-fiirnished chambers of the palace, 
W'ft panted up the copper pinnacle of the church-tower, we went 
to see the Museum and Gymnasium, and coming b;sf’!^ iji? 3 the 
market-place agriin, what could the Ilofarcliitect do but offer 
me a glass of wine and a seat in his house. He introduced me 
to his Gattinn, his Lcocadia (the fat woman in blue), “as a 
young world-observer, and worthy art-friend, a young scion of 
Bijjtish Add, who had conic to refresh himself at the Urquellen 
of his race, and see his brellircn of the great family of Hermann.” 

I saw instantly that the old fellow was of a romantic turn from 
this rodomontade to his lady: nor was she a whit less so; nor 
was Dorothea Icsis scntimimtal than her mamma. She knew 
everything regarding the literature of Albion, as she was pleased 
to call it; and asked me news of all the famous writers there. 
I told her that Miss Edgeworth was one of the loveliest young 
beauties at our Court; I described to her I.ady Morgan, herself 
as beautiful as the wild Irish girl she drew ; 1 promised to give 
her a signature of Mrs. Henians (which I wrote for her that very 
evening); and described a fox-hunt, at which I had seen 'llionias 
Moore and Samuel Rogers, Pisquirf's : and a boxing-match, in 
which the athletic author of “ Pdham” was pitted against the 
hardy mountain bard, Wordsworth. Vou see my education was 
not neglecte<i, for though I have never read the works of the 
above-named ladies and gentlemen, yet I knew their names well 
enoQgli. 

Time passed away. I, perhaps, was never so brilliant in con¬ 
versation as when excited by the Assmannshauser and the bril¬ 
liant eyes of Dorothea that clay. She and her parents had dined 
at their usual heathen hour ; but I was, I don’t care to own it, 
so smitten, that for the first lime in ray life I did not even miss 
thfe meal, and talked on until six o'clock, when tea w'ns servep. 
Madame Speck said they always drank it; and so, placing a tea- 
spoonfiil.of bohea in a cauldron of water, she placidly handed 
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out this d(x:oction, which wc took with cakes and tartines. I 
Leave you to imagine how disgusted Klingenspohr and Schnabel 
looked when they stepped in as usual that evening to make t^eir 
party of whist with the Speck family! Down they were obliged 
to sit: and the lovely Dorothea, for that night, declined to play 
altogether, and—sat on the sofa by me. 

What we talked about, who shall tell? I would not, for my 
part, break the secret of one of those delicious conversations, of 
which I, and every man in his time, have held so many. You 
begin, very probably, about the weather—’tis a common subject, 
but what sentiments the genius of Love can fling into it! I have 
often, for my part, said to the girl of my heart for the time being, 
“ It's a fine d.ay,” or, *' It's a rainy morning ! ” in a way that has 
brought tears to her eyes. Something beats in your heart, and 
twnnglc! a corresponding suing thrills and echoes in hers. You 
offer her anything—her knitting-needles, a slice of bread-tjnd 
butter—what causes the grateful blush with wliich she ac.'cepts 
the one or the other? \\’hy, she sees your heart handed over to 
her upon the net'dles, and the bread-and-butter is to her a .sand> 
wich with love inside it. If you say to your grandmother, 

Ma’am, it's a fine day," or what not. she would find in the 
words no other meaning than their outward and visible one ; but 
say so to the girl you love, and she understands a thousand 
mystic meanings in them. „ ITius. In a word, though Dorothea 
and I did not, probably, on the first night of our meeting, talk 
of anything more than the woather, or trumps, or some subjects 
which to such listeners as Schnabel and Klingenspohr and others 
might appear cpiite ordii'ary, yet to us they had a different signb 
Ucation, of which J.ove alone held the key. 

Without further ado then, .^fter the occurrence's of that evening, 
I determined on slaying at Kalbshratim, and presenting my 
card the next tlay to the Hof-Marshal, rccjucsting to have Uie 
honour of being presented to his Highness the Prince, at 
one of whose (lourt-balls my Dorothea appeared as I have 
<lescribcd her. 

It w'as summer when I first arrived at Kalbsbraten. The 
little Court was removed to Siegmundslu-st, his Highness's 
country-scat: no balls were taking place, and, in consequence. 
I held my own with Dorothea pretty well. I treated her 
admirer, Lieutenant Klingenspohr, with perfect scorn, had a 
manifest advantage over Major Schnabel, and used somehow 
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to meet the fair one every day, walking in company with her 
^ammain thtj palace garden, or sitting under the acacias, with 
Bc^tte in her mother’s lap, and the favourite romance beside 
her. Dear dear Dorothea! what a number of novels she must 
have read in her time 1 She confcased to me that she had been 
in love with Uncas. with St. Freux, witlt Ivanhoe, an^ with 
hosts of German heroes of romance; and when I asked’her if 
she, whose heart was so tender towards imaginary youths, had 
never had a preference fdr any one of her living jidorers, she 
only looked, and blushed, and siglicd, and said nothing. 

You see I got on as well as man could do, uulil the con¬ 
founded Court season and the balls began, and ihen,—^why, 
then came my usual luck. 

Waltzing is a part of a Geiman gill's life. With the licst will 
in the world—which, 1 doubt not, she cnlcrtiiins for me, for I 
n^cr put the matter of marriage directly to her.--Dorothea 
could not go to balls and not wait/, it was madness to me to 
sec her whirling round the room with officers, attaches, prun 
little chamberlains with gold keys and embroidered coats, lier 
hair floating in the wind, her h.^nd rejxDsing upon the abomi¬ 
nable little dancer’s epaulet, her good-humoured face lighted up 
with still greater satisfaction. I .saw that I mu.st learn to waltK 
too, and took rny measures accordingly. 

Ihc loader of the ballet at the Kalbsbrate.n theatre in my time 
was Springboek, from Vienna, lie had been a regular Zephyr 
once, "’twas said, in his younger days; and though he is now 
fifteen stone weight, 1 can, recommend him conscien¬ 

tiously as a masLcr; and I cletcmiincd to take .some lessons 
from him in the art which 1 liad neglected so foolishly in etirly 
life. 

It may be said, without vanity, that I was an apt pupil, and 
in the course of half-a-dozen Irissons I had airive‘s at very con- 
feiderable agility in the waltzing line, and couhl twirl round the 
room wltlvhini at such a puce as made the old gentleman pant 
again, and hardly left him broalli enough to puff out a compli¬ 
ment to his pupil. I may say, ih.it m a single week 1 became 
an expert waltzer ; but as I wished, when I came out publicly 
in that character, to be quite sure of myself, and as 1 had 
hitherto practised not with a lady but with a very fat old man, 
it was agr^d that he should bring u lady of his acquaintance 
to perfect me, and accordingly, at niy eighth lesson, Madame 
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Springboclc herself came to the dancing-room, and the old 
Zephyr performed on the violin. ^ 

If any man ventures the least sneer with regard to tbi$lad;^^or 
dares to insinuate anything disrespectful to her or myself, I say, 
at once that he is an impudent calumniator. Madame Spting- 
bock \s old enough to be my grandmother, and as ugly a ^voman 
as I ever saw; but, though old, she was passionnie la 
danse, an<I not having (on account, doubtless, of her age and 
unprepossessing appearance) many Opportunities of indulging 
in her favourite pastime, made up for lost time by immense 
activity whenevex she could get a ijaiTncr. In vain, at the end 
of the hour, would Springbock exclaim, ‘'Amalia, my soul's 
blessing, the time is up ! " “ Play on, dear Alpbonso I" would 

the old lady exclaim, whisking me round: and though I -had 
not the least pleasure in such a homely partner, yet, for the sake 
of perfecting myself, I waltzed and waltzed with her, until we 
were both half dead with fatigue. 

At the end of throe weeks 1 could waltz as well as any man in 
Germany. 

At the entl of four weeks tlj'Tt* was a grand ball at Court in 
honour of 11. H. the Prince of Durnmcrland and his Princess, and* 
flun I determined I would conic out in public. I dressed mj^elf 
with unusual care and splendour. My hair was curled and my 
moustache dyed to a nicety ; and of the four hundred gentlemen 
present, if the girls of Kalbsbraten did select one who w'ore an 
ICnglish huisar uniform, why should I disguise the fact? In 
spite of my silence, the news had somehow got abroad, as news 
will in such small towns,—Herr von F'itz-Btxidle was coniing 
out in a waltz that evening. His Highness the Duke even tnade 
an allu.sion to the circumstance. When on this eventful night, 
I went, as uyial, and made' him my bow in the presentation, 
*' Vous, nionsieur," said he—“ vous qui Otes .si jeunc, devez 
aimer la danse." I blushed as red a.s my trouser.s, and bowing 
went .away. ♦ 

i stepped up to Dorothea. Heavens! how beautiful she 
looked ! and how' archly she smiled as, with a thumping heart, 
I asked her hand for a ■waltz! She took out her little mother- 
of-pearl dancing-book, she wrote dowm my name with‘her 
pencil: wc were engaged for the fourth waltz, and till then I 
left her to other partners. 

Who says that his first waltz is not a nervous moment f 1 
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vow I was more excited than by any duel I ever fought. 


selves for the dance f) I went into the ballroom and looked— 
the couples bounded before rnc, the nuisic dashed and rang in 
my ears—till was fiery, feverish, indistinct. The gleaming white 
columns, the polished oaken doors in which the innumerable 
tapers were reflected--..a.il together swam before my eyes, and I 
was at a pitch of madness almost when the fourth waltz at 
length came. “ Will you dance udih your sword o?! ?” said the 
sweetest voice in the world. I blushed, and stann.iercd, add 
trembled, as 1 laid down that weapon and rny cap, and hark! 
the music l>egan! 

' Oh, how my hand treinblod as I placed it round the waist 
of Dorothea! With my left hand 1 took her light—did she 
Siflicezc it? 1 think she did—to this day I tliink she did. Away 
we went! we tripped over the polished oak iloof like two young 
fairies. “Counage, monsieur,” said she. with her ‘ wcet smile. 
Then it was “Tri's bien, monsieur.'’ Then I heatd the voices 
humming and buzzing about. ‘T1 danse hien, r.Anglai.s.” 
“ Ma foi, oui,” says .another. On we went, twirling and twisting, 
and turning and whirling: couple after couple dropped panting 
off. Little Klingcnspohr himself wms obliged to give in. All 
eyes were upon us—we wore going round alouc. Dorothea 
was almost e-vhausted, wlicn- 


I have been silting for two hours since I marked the asterisks, 
thinking--thinking. I have committed crimes in my life—who 
hasn't? But talk of remor.se, wliat remorse is there like ikal 
which rushes up in a Hood to my brain sometimes when I am 
alone, and causes me to blush when I’m abed in the dark? 

1 fell, sir, on that infernal slippery floor. Down we came like 
shot; we rolled over and over in the niui*^! of the ballroom, the 
music going ten miles an hour, eight hundred pairs of eyes fixed 
upon us, a cursed shriek of laughter bursting out from all sides. 
Heavens 1 how clear I heard it, as we went on rolling and rolling! 
*' My child! my Dorothea I ” shrieked out Madame Speck, 
lUsiting forward, and as soon as .she had breath to do so, 
Dprothea of course screamed loo; then she fainted, then .she 
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was disentangfod from out my spurs, and borne off by a bevy 
of tittering women, '' Clumsy brute 1" ^id Madame Speck, 
turning her fat back upon me. I remained upon my wJLd/ 
ghastly, looking about. It was all up with me—1 knew it was» 
1 wished I could have died tlicrc, and I wish so still. 

Klingenspolir married her, that is the long and short; but 
before that event 1 placed a sabre-cut across the yOung ^couiidrel's 
nose, which destroyed Ais beauty for ever, 

O Dorothea! you can’t forgive me—you oughtn’t to forgive 
me; but 1 love you madly still. 

* My next flame w-as Ottilia: but let us keep her for another 
number; my feelings overpower me at present. 





OTTILIA, 


CHAPTER 1. 

The Album—The Mediterranean Heath. 

T ravelling some llttle time back in a wild f)art of 
Connemara, where I had been for lishing and seal-shoot- 
inn, 1 had the good luck to get admission to the ch£ll(^u of a 
hospitable Irish gentleman, and to procure sonic news of ray 
once dear Ottilia. 

Yes, of no other than Ottilia v. Schlippenschlopp, the Muse 
of Kalbsbralen-Pumpernickcl, the friendly little town far away 
in Sachsenland,—where old Speck built the town pump, where 
Klingenspohr was slashed across the nose,—where Dojjothea 
rolled over and over in that horrible w'altz with Fitz-Boo — - 
T\sha!—away with the recollection ; but wasn't it strange to gel 
news of Ottilia in the wildest corner of Ireland, wlicre 1 never 
should have thought to hear her gentle name ? Walking on that 
very Urrisbeg Mountain under whose shadow I heard- Ottilia's 
n.;me, Mackay, the learned author of the •' Flora Patlamlica," 
discovered the Mediterranean heath,—such a flower as I have 
often plucked on the sides of Vesuvius, and as Proserpine, no 
donbt. amused herself in gathering as she strayed in the fields 
of Enna. Here it is—the self-same flower, peering out at the 
Atlantic from Roundstonc Bay ; here, too, in this wild lonely 
place, nestles the fragrant memory of my Ottilia! 

In a word, after a day on Ballylynch Lake (where, with a 
brown fly and a single hair, I killed fourteen salmon, the small¬ 
est twenty-nine pounds weight, the largest somewhere about fiv» 
stoi^e ten), my young friend Blake Bodkin Lynch Browne (a fine 
lad who has made his Continental tour) and 1 adjourned, after 
dinner, to the young gentleman's private room, for the piupose 
of smoking a certain cigar; which is never more pleasant than 
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aftei: a hard day’s s{)ort, or a. day spent indoors, or after a good 
dinner, or a bad one, or at night when you are tired, or in the i 
morning when you are fresh, or of a cold winter’s day, or o!? a 
scorching summer’s afternoon, or at any other moment you 
choose to fix upon. 

What should I see in Blake's room but a rack of pipes, spek 
as arc to be found in almost all the bachelors’ rooms in Germany, 
and amongst them was a porcelain pipe-head bearing the image 
of the Kalbsbraten pump ! T'here it was : Uie old spout, 'die 
old familiar allegory of Mars, Bacchus, Apollo vironttn, and the 
rest, that I had so often looked at from Hofarchitect Speck’s 
window, as I sat there by the side of Dorothea. The old 
gentleman had given me one of these vciy pipes; for he had 
hundreds of them painted, wherewith he used to gratify almost 
every stranger who came into his native town. 

Any old place with which I have once been familiar (-^s, 
perhaps, I have before stated in tht>e “ Confessions ”—but never 
mind that) is in sonic sort dear to me : and were I Lord 
Shootingcastle or (.’oloiiel Popland, I think after a refsidence of 
six months there I should love the Fleet Prison. As l,saw the 
old familiar pipe, I took it down, and crammed it with Cavendish 
tolxicco, and lay down on a sofa, and puffed away for an hour 
well-nigh, thinking of old old tunes. 

** You’re very entertaining to-night, Fitz," says young Blake, 
who had made several tumblers of punch for me, which I had 
gulped down vvjliiout .s.aying a wor.i. “ Don’t ye think ye’d be 
more easy in b«‘d than .snorting and sighing there on iny sofa, 
and groaning fit to make me go Iiang myself? " 

" T am thinking, Blake,' says I, " about Purnperniclcel, where 
old Speck gave you this pipe.” 

“ 'Deed he did,” leplies the young man ; “ and did ye know 
the old Ikur'n?” 

“ I did,” said I. “ My friend, 1 have been by the banks of 
•the Bcndemcer. Tell me, are the nightingale'; still singing there, 
and do the roses still bloom ?" 

"The kwkatf" cries Blake. ‘‘What the diwle, Fitz, are 
you growling about ? Bendcmecr I .ake’s in Westmoreland, as 1 
preshume; and as for roses and nightingales, I give ya my 
word it’s Greek ye’re talldng to me.” And Greek it, very 
possibly w'as, for my young friend, though* as good across 
country as any man in his county, has not the fine feeling and 
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tentler perception, of beauty which may be found elsewhere," dear 
nmdom.' ' ■ 

Tellme about Speck, Bl,ake, and Kalbsbraten, and Dorothea, 
and Klingenspohr her husband." 

“He with the cut across the nose, is it?" cries Blake. “’1 
know him well, and his old wife." 

“ His old what, sir!" cries Fitz-Boodle, jumping up from his 
seat. “ Klingenspohr’s wife old!—Is ho luarried again?—Is 
Dorothea, then, d-d-dcacl ? " 

“ Dead I-- no more dead than you arc, only I lake her to be 
five-and-thirty. And when a woman has had nine ci ildren, you 
know, she looks none the younger ; and I can tell yo, that when 
she trod on my corruns at a ball at the tlrand Juke's, I felt 
something heavier than a leather on iny fooi." 

“Madame do Klingenspohr, Iheu," replied I, hesiuting 
sofhewhat, “has giown lather—i.uher st-stout?" I could 
hardly get out the out, ami trembled I don't know why a«, 1 
asked the question. 

“Stout, begad !—she weighs fourteen stone, saddle and 
bridle. Thai's right, down goes my pij)e ; flop I crash falls the 
tumbler into the fonder. Break away^ my hoy, and remcniber, 
■W'hoovtT breaks'a glass here pays a dozen." 

The fact was, that the announcement of D-.)rothca’s changed 
condition caused no small di-turbance within me, and f expressed 
it in the abnipt manner mentioned by young Blake, 

Roused thus from niy rcvciie, 1 questioned the young fellow 
about his residence at Kalbsbraten, which has been always since 
the w'ar a favourite place for our young gentry, ami heard with 
some satisfaction that PolzdorfF was married to the Behrenslein, 
Haarbart had left tine dragov^ns, the Crown Prince had, broken 

with the- but mum! of what interest are all these details 

to the re.ider, who hns never been at friendly little Kalbs- 
bratert ? 

Presently Lynch reaches me clown one of the three books that 
f4>rraed his library (the “ R.tcjng Calendar" and a book of fish¬ 
ing-flies inaldng up the remainder of the set). “And there's 
my album," says he. “You'll find plenty of hands in it that 
you'll recognise, as you an old Pumpernickolaner." And^O 
I 4id, in truth : it was a little book after the fashion of (German 
all^una, in which good simple little ledger every fr|,end or ac¬ 
quaintance of the owner inscribes a poem or .stanza from some 
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favouritc'poet or philosopher, with the transcriber's own ' name, 
as thus:— 

“ To the true house-friend, and beloved Irelandish youth. 

* Sera nutujuam esi ad boaos mores via' 

Wackkrbart, Profes‘or at the Grand-Ducal 

Kal bsbraten-PuinpcrnickeliM;h GymoasittlA.'' 

Another writes,— 

“ ‘ Wander on roses and fc7‘gti me not.' 

Amai.i^ V. NACHTKUTanr,’ 

<.EU. V. SCHLAFKOCK,' 

with a flouribh, and the picture mayhap of a rose. Let the 
reader imagine some hundreds of these interesting inscriptionsi 
and he will have an idea of the book. 



Turning over the leaves I came presently on Dorothea's hazid. 
There it was, the little neat pretty handwriting, the dear old op- 
and-down strokes that 1 bad not looked at for many a long year, 
—^the Mediterranean heath, which grew on the sunniest bancor 
Fitz*Boodle's existence, and here found, dear dear little sprig t 
in rude Galwagian bog-lands. 

** Look at the other side of the page/' says Lynch, ra.tjber 
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sarcastioaUy (for I don't care to confess that I kissed the name 
• ofDorothea V. Klingenspohr, born v. Speck written under an 
esJlcincly feeble passage of verse). * * Look at the other side of 
the paper! ” 

I did. and what do you think I saw ? 

I saw the-writing of live of the little Klingenspohrs. who have 
all sprung up since my time. 

'*'Ha ! ha 1 haw !' screamed the impertinent young Irishman ; 
—and the .story was all over Connemara and Joyce’.s (,'ountry 
in a day after. 


CHAPTER II. 

^ Oltilici in Particular. 

Some kind critic who peruses these writings will, doubtless, have 
the goodness to point out that the simile of the Mcditcri'anean 
heath is applied to two personages in this chapter—to Ottilia 
and Dorothe.!, and say, Fsha! the fellow is but a poor unimagi¬ 
native creature not to be able to fmd a simile apiece at least for 
the girls; how much better would 'tuc have done the business ! 

Well, it IS a very pretty simile. The girL were rivals, were 
beautiful, I loved them both,—which should have the sprig of 
heath? Mr. Cruikshank (who has taken to serious painting) 
is getting ready for the Exhibition a, fine piece, representing 
Fitz-Boodle on the Urrisbeg Mountain, county Galway, Ireland, 
with a sprig of heath in his hand, hesitating, like Paris, on 
which of the beauties he should bestow it. In the background 
is a tiertain animal between tw'o bundles of hay ; but that 1 lake 
to- represent the critic, puz^slcd to which of my young beauties to 
aissigti the choice. 

If Dorothea had been as rich as Mi'^.s Coutts, and had come 
to me the next day after the accident at the ball and said, 
“ George, will you marry me ? " it must not be supposed I would 
have done any such thing. That dream had vanished. ft>r ever: 
rage and pride took the place of love; and the only chance I 
pf recovering from my dreadful discomfiture was by bearing 
','it brav^y, and tiyinjg, if possible, to awaken a little compassion 
tn iny favour, I linked home (arranging my scheme with groat 
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presence of mind as I actually sat spirming there on the ground) 
—I limped home, sent for I'’flastcrsticken, the Court'-snrgeon, ‘ 
and addressed him to the following efTect: “ rflastersticketf," 
says I, “ there has Ix'cn an accident at Court of wliich you will 
hear. You will send in leeches, pills, and the deuce knows 
what, and you w ill say that I have dislocated my leg . for some 
days you will state that I am in considerable danger. You are 
a good fellow and a man of courage I know, for which very 
reason you can appreciate those qualities in another; so mjnd, 
if you breathe a word of my secret, t'ither you or I must Jose 
a life.” 

Away went the svirgeon, and the next day all Kalbsbraten 
knew that I was on the point of death: 1 had been delirious 
all night, had had eighty leeches, besides I don't know' how 
much medicine; but the Kalbsbniteners knew to a scruple. 
Whenever anybody was ill, this little kind society knew wk''t 
medicines were prescribed. E\oiybody in the town knew w'hat 
everybody had for dymer. If Madame Rumpel had her satin 
dyed ever so quietly, the whole society was on the qiti vive; if 
Countess Pultuski .sent to Berlin for a new set of teeth, not a 
person in Kalbsbratcii but what was ready to compliment her 
as she put them on ; if ]\jtzdorff paid his tailor's bill, or 
Muffinstein bought a piece '6f black wax for his moustaches, 
it was the talk of the little city. And so, of course, was my 
accident. In their sorrow for my misfortune, Dorothea’s was 
(juite forgotten, and those eight;, leeches saved me. I became 
interesting ; I had cards left at my door; and I kept my room 
for a fortnight, during which time I read every one of Monsieur 
Kotzebuc'-s play.*:. 

At the end of that period I wvs convalescent, though still a 
little lame. 1 c.aUed at old Speck’s house .and apologised for 
ray clumsiness, with the most admirable coolness; I appeared 
at Court, aiid stated calmly that 1 did not intend to dance any 
more; and when Klingonspr.hr grinned, I told that young 
gentleman such a piece of my mind as led to his wearing a large 
sticking-pla.stcr patch on his nose: which was split as neatly 
down the middle as you would .split an orange at des.sert. In a 
word, what man could do to n*pair my defeat, I did. 

There is but one thing now of which I am ashamed—of tboso. 
killing epigrams which I wrote {mon Dieu I mxa\ I oyvn U?-^bijlt'. 
even the fury of my anger proves the extent of my love 1) 
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the Speck funnily. I'hey were handed about in confidence al 
I Court, and made a frightful $iensation:— 

, it /fossifili ? 

There hap]H'ncd at Schlos-; T’-mp-rn-ckel, 

A ^trnnge iriishap mir sides to liclLle, 

And set the people in a. roar 
A Ktrange caprice of T'ortunc iickle ; 

I never thought at I’lunpet nickel 
'I'o see a Si'Kc'K w/iJrt t/if JJoor ' ” . 

La Perjide Albion ; ot, a Cauihn to Waltaers. 

“ ‘ Come to the dance,’ the Piriton said, 

And forward I)-r-th-a led. 

Fair, fresh, and thice-.'Uid-twcity ! 

Ah, gills hew.ire of Hritons nnl ! 

What wonder that it tiirneJ lu'r head I 
Sat VKkr.WM saiikmi.” 

“ Reasons /or nol Marryiiij^. 

‘* ‘ 'I’he lovely Miss S. 

Will surely say “ ^es,” 

Voii’vc only to ask aii<l try ; * 

* 'i’hal subject we'll quit,' 

Says (I«-orgy the wit, 

* /'?'<• a tnmh better Sl'lvC in tny >yt'' 

Thib last epigram cspeci.iily was volcal so kill.ng that it flew like 
wildfire; and I know for n fact that our (’iiargd-d’Aflfaires at 
Kalbsbratcn sent a couriei express with it to the Koroign Office 
in lingland, whence, through our amiable I'oreign Secretary. 
Lord P-lrn-rston, it made its \Miy into eM;ry fasliionable circle : 
nay, I have reason to believe caused a smile on tlic cheek of 
R-y*lty itself. Now that Time h.is taken away the sting of 
thtise i-pigranis,'there can be no harm in giving them ; and 'Iwasi 
Well enough then to endeavour to liide under the lash of wit the 
bitter pangs of humiliation : but my heart bleeds now to think 
that I should have ever brought a tear on the gentle cheek of 
Porothea. 

' Not content with this -with humiliating her by satire, anrl 
w'ith Wounding her accc'ptc^d lover across the nose—I determined 
t<> carry my revenge still farthc'r, and to fall in love with some¬ 
body else, ■ This person was Ottilia v. Schlipjjcnschlopp. 
«;’;Otho. Sigismimd J'royherr von Sclilippenschlopp, Knight 
’ tStand Cross of the Ducal Order of the Two-Necked Swan of 
Ihi^pernickel, of the Porc-ct-Siffiet of Kalbsbr.iten, Commander 
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of the Goorge and Blue Boar of Dummerland, Exccllenjcy, and 
Iligb Chancellor of the united Duchies, lived in the second-Aoor , 
of a house in the Schn:ipsgasse ; where, with his private Ineogie 
and his revenues as Chancellor, amounting together to some 
,^300 per annum, be maintained such a state as very few other 
officers of the Grand-Ducal Crown could exhibit. The Baron 
is married to Maria Autoinetta, a Countess of the house bf 
Kartoffclstadt, branches of which have taken root all over 
Germany. He has no sons, and but one daughter, the Vriiulein 
Ottilia, ' 

The Chancellor is a worthy old gentleman, too fat and wmfesy 
to preside at the Privy Council, fond of his pipe, liis case, and 
his robber. His lady is a very tall and pale Roman-nosed 
Countess, who looks as gentle as Mrs. Robert Roy, where, in the 
novel, she is for putting Bailie Niool Jarvie into the lake, and 
who keeps the honest Chancellor in the greatest order. T^be 
FrSulein Ottilia had not arrived at Kalbsbraten when the little 
affair between me and Dorothea was going on ; or rather bad 
only just come in for the conclusion of it, being presented for 
the first lime that year at the ball where I—where I met with my. 
accident. 

At the lime when the Countess was young, it was not the 
fashion in her country to educate the young ladies so highly as 
since they have been educated^; and provided they could waltz, 
sew, and make puddings, they wore thought to be decently 
bred: being seldom called upon for algebra or Sanscrit in the 
discharge of the honest duties of ihcir lives. Hut Kraulein Ottilia 
was of the modern school in this rc.spect, and came back from 
her pamion at Strasburg speaking all the languages, dabbling in 
all the sciences: an historian, a poet,—a blue of the ultra- 
niarincst sort, in. a worfl. Wh.it a difference there was, for 
instance, b»;twcen poor simple Dorothea’s love of novel-reading 
and the profound encyclopaedic learning of Ottilia ! 

Before the latter arrived from Strasburg (where she had been 
under the care of her aunt the canoncss, C’ountcss Ottilia of 
Kartoffclstadt, to whom I here beg to offer my humblest respects), 
Dorothea had passed for a bel esprit’\n the little Court circle, 
and her little simple stock of accomplishments bad amused us 
all very well. She used to sing " Herz, mein Herz " and ** T'en 
souviens'tu ?" in a decent manner {once, before Heaven, I thought 
her singing better than Grisi’s), and tlien she had a little album 



* F1TZ-B00DLE*S CONFESSIONS. 


7 ? 


ill which she drew flowers, and used to embroider slippers 
^wonderflilly, and was very merry at a game of Joto or forfeits, 
ani^had a hundred small agriments de socUti w'hich rendered* 
her an acceptable member of it. 

But when Ottilia arrived, poor Dolly's reputation was crushed 
in a nionth. The former M'rote poems both in French and 
German ; she painted landscapes and portraits in real oil; and 
she twanged off a rattling piece of Lisxt or Kalkbrenner in such 
a brilliant way, that Dora scarcely dared to touch the instru> 
ment after her, or venture, after Ottilia had trilled and gfurgled 
through "Una voce,” or " Di piacer" {Rossini wa‘- in fashion 
then), to lift up her little modest pipe in a ballad. What was 
the use of the poor tiling going to sit in the Park, where so 
'"many of the young ofiicers used ever to gather round her? 
Whirr! Ottilia vi^ent by galloping on a chestnut mare with a 
grppm after her, and presently all the young fellows who could 
buy or hire horseflesh were prancing in her train. 

When they met, Ottilia would bounce towards her soul's 
darling, and put her hands round her waist, and call her by a 
thousand affectionate names, and then talk of her as only ladies 
or authors can talk of one another. How tenderly she would 
hint at Dora's little imperfections of education 1—how cleverly 
she would insinuate that the poor girl had no wit 1 and, thank 
(iod, no more she had. The fact is, that do what I will I see 
T’m in love with her still, and would b»; if she had fifty children ; 
but my passion blinded me iAen, and every arrow that fiery 
Ottilia discharged I marked with savage joy. Dolly, thank 
Heaven, didn’t mind the wit much ; .she was too simple for that. 
But still the recurrence of it would leave in her heart a vague 
indefinite feeling of pain, and somehow she began to understand 
that her empire was passing away, and that her dear friend ‘ 
hated her like poison; and so she married Khngensphor. I 
have written myself almost into a reconciliation with the silly 
fellow ; for the truth is, be has been a good honest husband to 
her ; and she has children, and makes puddings, and is happy. 

Ottilia was pale and delicate. She wore her glistening black 
hair in bands, and dressed in vapoury white muslin. She sang 
own words to her harp, and they commonly itisinuatcd that 
she was aloni^ in the world,—that she suffered some inexpressible 
^iktd mysterious heart-pangs, the lot of alf* finer geniuses—that 
^ngh she lived and moved in the world she was not of it,—that 
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she was of a consumptive tendency.axid might, look for a pre< 
mature interment. She even had dxed on the spot wbsi:^ she 
should lie: the violets grew there, she said, the river t^ent 
moaning by; the grey willow whispered sadly over her head, 
and her heart pined to be at rest. ‘ ‘ Mother, '* she would say, turn* 
ing to her parent, " promise me—promise me to lay me in tliat 
spot when the parting hour has come!" At which Mad^e de 
Schlippenschlopp would shriek, and grasp her in her arms ; and 
at which, I confess, I would myself blubber like a child. She 

f 



had six darling friends at school, and every courier from Kalbs- 
braten carried off whole reams of her letter-paper. 

In Kalbsbratcn, as in every other German town, there are a 
vast number of literary characters, of whom our young friend 
quickly became the chief. 1 hey set up a literary journal, which 
appeared once a week, upon light-blue or primrose paper, and 
which, in compliment to the lovely Ottilia's maternal name, was 
called the Kartoffdnkranz. Here arc a couple of, her ballads 
extracted from the fCranz, and by far the most cheerful specimen 
of her style. For in her songs she never would willingly let off 
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tliG heroines wilhout a suicide or a consumption. She never 
4rouId hear of such^ a thing as a happy marriage, and had an 
appftite for grief quite amaidng in so young a person. As for 
her dying and desiring to be buried under the wiUow-Irce, of 
which'the first ballad is the subject, though I believed the story- 
then, I have at present some (loubts .about it. For, since the 
publication of my Memoirs, I have been thrown miicli into the 
society of literary persons (who admire my style hugely), and 
egad ! though some of them are dism.il enough in iheii works, 
1 find them in their persons the feast sentimuutal class that ever 
a gentleman fell in with. 


THE \VILT.OW-TRF.E. 

“ K,n*)\v ye the >^illow-trce 
Whose grry leaves »iuivcr, 
Whispcihig gloomily 
'I'd you pale river? 
f.ndy, Jit evtiUidc 
Wander not iieiir it: 

'J'hey s.iy Its brandies h.de 
X s,id lost spirit! 

Once lo the willow-tree 
A m.iid came fearful, 

Pale seemed her cheek to be. 
Her blue eye tearful; 

Soon as she saw the tree, 

Her step moved fleeter. 

No one was theie—ah me I 
No one to meet her! 

Quick beat her he.irt to hear 
'I he far b'll’s chime 
Toll from the ch.apel-tower 
The IryslinR-tiine: 

Ihit the red suu went down 
In gedden flame. 

And thoi’i;h she ludk^d round. 
Yet uo one came ! 

,l’re*:ently came the niijht 
Sadly to greet her,— 

Moon 111 her silver light, 

.Stars in their glitter. 

'I'hcn sank the moon away 
Under the billoiv, 

Still W'ept the maid alone—" 
'I'here by the willow 1 
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Jlirouffh the long darknc^i';, 

^BytTIc stream rolling. 

Hour alter hour went on 
Tolling and tolling. 

Long vras the darkness, 

Ta>i)ely and stilly; 

Shrill came the night’Wtnd, 
Pierciug and chilly. 

Shrill blew the morning breeze^ 
Biting and cold. 

Bleak peers tlw grey dawn 
Over the wmd. 

Bleak over moor ami stream 
lA>oks the grey dawn. 

Grev, wiih dishevelled hair, 

Still stands the willow there— 
Thk MAir> IS c;oNU ' 


Domine^ Doming! 

Sinj,'‘}fe a titany ,— 

Sitig/or poor maiden-hearts broken and weary t 
Domiutt Domtne! 

Sitt^we a iitany^ 

Wail we and weep we a wild Miserere! ” 

One of the chief beauties of this ballad (for the translation of 
which I received some well-merited compliments) is the delicate 
way in which the suicide of the poor young woman under the 
willow-tree is hinted at; fot^ that she threw her-iClf into the water 
and became, one among the lilies of the stream, is as clear as a 
pikestaff. Her suicide is conimiitod some time in the darTkness, 
when the slow hours move on tolling and tolling, and is hiii*ed 
at darkly as befits the tune and the deed. 

But that unrornanlic bruie, Van Cutsem, the Dutbh Chargd- 
d'Affaires, sent lo the Kartoffelnkranz of the week after a 
conclusion of the ballad, whicli show.s what a poor creature he- 
must be. His pretext for writing it was, he said, because he 
could not bear sucli melancholy endings to poems and -young 
women, and therefore he submitted the following lines:— 


' Long by the willow-trees 
Vainly they sotaght her, 

'Wild rang the mother’s screams 
O’er the grey water: 

‘Where is my lovely one ? 
Where is my daughter? 
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*]RouAe tliee. Sir Constable—** 
R.OUSC thee and look ; 
Ki-'herman, brin];: your net| 
Boatman, your hook. 

Beat in the lily'brds, 

JDivc in the bruok! * 


111 . 

Vainly the constable 
Shouted and c.dlcd her 

Vainly the fisherman 
Brat the tirr'cn alder; 

Vainly he flunj; the net. 
Never it hauled her ! 

IV. 

kfother, beside the fire 
S.»', her nightcap in ; 

Father, in easy-chair, 
Cllooniily iiappiiij; ; 

When at the window-sill 
Caine a H^ht tappiiiif. 1 


V. 

And a pale countenance 

Looked thiuugh the casement 
Lo^id beat the mother’s heait 
Sick sviih ain.f7cnieiit ; 

Ami at the vision, \^hich 
C'.i'ne fo surprise her. 
Shrieked tn an agony— 

* Lor’! it's Klirar f 

VI. 

Yes, *iwas 3*'li/abeth— 

Ye.s, 'tvva.s their girl ; 

P.de was here heek, and her 
Hai; out of curl. 

‘ ^lothei ! ’ the loving one, 
Blushing, exf homed, 

* Lc* not yout innocent 
Lizzy be blamed. 

VH. 

Yesterday, going to Aunt 
Jones’s to tea, 
hi other, dear mother, I 
J^oygot iht' door Afjy t 
And as the night was cold. 

And the way steep. 

Airs. Jones kept me to 
Breakfast and sleep. 



78 


THE ntZ-BOODLE PAPERS; 


viir 

Whether her Pa and Ma 
Fully believed, her, 

That we shall never know: 

Stern they received her; 
And for the work of that 
Cruel, though short, nigi 
Sent her to b'^d without 
Tea fur <i foi tnight. 


MOKAI.. 

Hey tiuhlle ifiiiif/ely. 

Cat ami the Fiiitlleiy, 

Maidens of En^land^ take cauti&n ly she! 

Let /tav and suu idc 
AVr'cr ievt/^t yon aside, 

And always tememher to take t/ie door-key / 

Some people laughed at this parotly and even prefenvsd it 
to the oiiginal; but for myself I have no patience with the 
individual who can turn the finest sentiments of our nature into 
ridicule, and make everything sacred a stibject of scorn. The 
next ballad is less gloomy than that of “The Willow Tree," 
and jn it the lovely writer expresses her longing for what has 
charmed us all. and, .'is it were, squeezes the whole spirit of the 
fairy tale into a few stanzas :— 

PAIRV I>/\YS. 

“ !?f,sidt' ihc old hall-fire—upon iny nurse’s knee. 

Of h.ippy fairy days—*vhat tah s were told to me I _ 

I thought the world v,a& oiict* --ad p<'upled with princesses. 

And my heait would boat to he.'iv—thc.r loves and their distresses; 
And many a riui''a night,—in slumber sweet and deep, 

The pictty fa.ry people—would visit me in sleep. 

I saw then in my dreams—come flying east and wc^t, 

Wiih wondrous fairy gilts—the «cw*horu liabc they blessed ; 

One has brought a icwcl—and one a crow ti of gold, 

And one has brought a curse—but slie ]■« wrinklcil and old. 

The gentle queen turns pale—to hear those words of sin.' 

But the king he only laughs—and bids the dance begin. 

The babe h.is grown to be—the fairest of the land, 

And rides the forest green— a hawk upon her hand. 

An ambling palfrey white—a golden robe and crown; 

I’ve seen her in my dreams—riding np and dow'o ; , 

And heard the ogre laugh -.as she fell into his snare, 

At the little tender creature—who wept and tore her hair I . - 
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But ever when it seemed->her need at the sorest 
A piince hi shining mall—comes urancih^ through the forest* 

A WAving ostrich-plumebiickbr burnished bright; _ 
l*ve seen him in my dreams—good sooth 1 a gallant knight. ^ 
rlis lips are coral red—beneath a dark moustache; 

See how he waves his hand—and how his blue eyetr flash! 

'Come forth, thou Faynim knight I ’ he shouts in accents clear. 

The giant and the maid~both tremble hib voice to hear. 

Saint Mary guard him well I—he draws his falchion keen, 

The giant and the knight-'-are fighting on the green. 

I see them in my dreams—his blade gives stroke on strokc} 

The giant pants and reels-and tumbles like an oak ! 

With what a blushing grace—he fails upon his knee 
And takes the lady’s hand—and whispers, ‘ Vou are ft'« !* 

Ah 1 happy childish talcs- -of knight and faerie I 
1 waken from my dreams—but tlu-rc’s ne’er a knight for me : 

I waken from my dreams—and w i-'h that I could oe 
A child by the old halt-fire—upon mj' ninse’s knee.” 

IjQdced, Ottilia looked like a f.tiry herself: pale, small, slim, and 
You could not sec her face, as it vvere, for her eyes, which 
were so wild, and so tender, ami shone so th.it they would have 
dazzled an eagle, much more a poor goose of a Fitz-Boodle, In 
the tJiealre, when she sat on the opposite side of the house, 
those big eyes used to pursue me as T sat pretending to listen to 
the " Zauberfldte,” or to " Don C'arlos," or “ Kginont," and at 
the lender passages^ especially, they would have such a winning, 
weeping, imploring look with them, as flesh and blood could 
not bear. 

Shall I tell you how I became a poet for the dear girl's sake ? 
’Tis surely unnecessary after the reader has perused tlie above 
versions of her poems. Shall I tell what w iUl follies I committed 
in prose as weJJ as in verse? how I used to watch under her 
window of icy evening.^, and, with chilblainy fingers, sing sere- 
nades to her on the guitar? Shall 1 tell how, in a sledging-parly, 
I had the happiness to drive her,* and of the delightful privilege 
which is, on these occaiions, accorded to the driver 1 

Any reader who has spent a winU-r in Clcnnany i:)erhaps knows 
it. A large party of a score or more of sledges is formed. 
Away they go to some pleasure-house that has been previously 
fixed upon, where a b.ill and collation arc prepared, and wheixj 
each man. as his partner descends, has the delicious privilege 
of.saluting her. O heaven.s and earth! I may grow to be a 
thdnsand years old, but T can never forget the rapture of that 
salute. 
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** Thetceen air has given me an appetite," said the dear angel, 
as We entered the supper-room ; and'to say the truth, (hiry as 
she^was, she made a remarkably good meal—consamii^ a^ 
couple of basins of white soup, several kinds of German sausages, 
some Westphalia ham, some white puddings, an anchovy-sdlad 
made with cornichons and onions, sweets innumerable, and .a 
•considerable quantity of old Stcinwein and rum-punch after¬ 
wards. Then she got up and danced as brisk as a fairy; in 
which operation 1 of course did not follow her, but had the 
honour, at the close of the evening’s amusement, onc6 more to 
have her by my side in the sledge, as we swept in the moon¬ 
light over the snow. 

Kalbsbraten is a very liospitable place as far as tea-parties arc 
concerned, but I never was in one where dinners were so scarce. 
At the palace they occurred twice or thrice in a month ; but on 
these occasions spinsters were not invited, and I seldom had the 
opportunity of seeing rny Ottilia except at evening parties. 

Nor are these, if the truth must be told, very much to my 
taste. Dancing I have forsw’orn, whist is too severe a study for 
me, and I do not like to play icarti with old ladies, who are 
sure to cheat you in the course of an evening’s play. 

But to have an occasional glance at Ottilia w'as enough; 
and many and many a napoleon did 1 Ipse to her mamma. 
Madame de Schlippcnschlopp, for the blest jirivilege of looking 
at her daughter. Many is'-the Ua-party I went to, shivering 
into cold clothes after dinner (which is my abomination) in ordef' 
to have one little look at the lady of rny soul. 

At these parties there were generally refreshments of a nature 
more substantial than men; tea—punch, both milk and rum, hot 
wine, consotnmd, and a peculiar ami exceedingly disagreeable 
sandwich made of a mixture of cold white puddings and garlic, 
of which I have forgotton the name, and always detested the 
savour. 

Gradurdly a conviction came upon me that Ottilia ate a great 
deal, 

1 do not dislike to see a woman eat comfortably. 1 even think 
that an agreeable woman ought to be friande^ and should love 
certain littlb dishes and knicknacks. I know that though at 
dinner they commonly take nothing, they have had roast-mutton 
with the children at two, and laugh at their pretensions to 
starvation. 
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No I a, wofnan who cats a grain of rice, like Amina in ihc 
''Arabian Nights," is absurd and unnatural; but there is a 
^mo^s in rcjtus: there is no reason why she should be a ghoul, 
a monst^, an ogress, a horrid gormandiseress—faUgh \ 

It was, then, with a rage amounting almost to agony, that I 
found Ottilia ate too much at every meal. She was always eating, 
and always eating too much. If 1 went there in the morning, 
there was the horrid fnmiliar odour of those oniony sandwiches ; 
if in the afternoon, dinner had been ju-st removed, and I was 
choked by reeking reminiscences of roast-meat. Tt*a wc have 
spoken of. She gobbled up more cakes than any six |jeople 
present; then came the supper .and the sandwiches and 

the egg-flip and the horrible rum-punch. 

She waJs as thin as ever—paler if possible than ever but, by 
heavens ! her nose le^an to p'cno red I 

Mon Dieu/ how I used to watch .^nd w.atch it ! S(jme day.s 
itfwas purple, some days liad more of the vermilion—i could 
take an aflidavit that after a heavy night's supper it was more 
.swollen, more red than tu foro. 

I recollect one night when we were pl.aying a round game (1 
had been looking at .her nose very e.igerly and .sadly for some 
time) she of herself brought uj) the conv<Tsation about eating, 
and Confessed that .she had five mc.ils a day. 

That accounts for it!" says 1 , flinging d»'wn the cards, and 
springing up and rushing like a iimdmaii out of the room. I 
mshed away into the night, and wrestled with my passion. 
"Whatl Marry," said 1 , " a woman w'ho oats meat twenty- 
■one times in a week, besiiles breakfast and tea? Marry a 
sarcophagus, a cannibal, a butcher's shop !—Aw-ay !" I strove 
and strove. I drank. I groaned. I wrc-stled and fought w'ith 
my love—but it overcame me : one look of those eyes brought 
me to her feel again. T yielded myself up like a slave: I 
fawned and whined for her; 1 thought her nose was not so 
very red. 

Things came to this pitcli that I sounded bis Highness’s 
Minister to know whether he would give me service in the 
-Duchy; I thought of purchasing an estate there. I w^ given 
' td understand that I should get a chambcrlain'.s key and some 
ipost of honour did 1 choose to remain, and I even wrote home 
. to' my brother,. Tom in Kngland, hinting a change in my con- 
. ilition. 
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At this juncture the town of Hamburg sent his Highness the 
Grand Duke {a propos of a commercial union whiph was pending 
between the two States) a singular present: no less than a' 
certain number of barrels of o}'sters, which are considered extreme 
luxuries in Germany, especially in the inland parts of the country, 
where they arc almost unknown. 

fn honour of the oysters and the new commercial treaty (which 
arrived in feur^ons despatched for the purpose), his Highness 
announced a grand supper and bull, and inyited all the quality 
of all the principalities round about. It was a splendid af&lr; 
the grand saloon brilliant with hundreds of uniforms and brilliant 
toilettes-not the least beautiful among them, I need not say, 
WMs Ottilia. 

At midnight the siippi-r-rooins were thrown open, and we 
formed into little parties of six, c.ich having a table, nobly served 
with plate, a lacquey in attemlanci, and a gratifying ice-pail or 
two of cliainpagnc to the supper. It was no small cost 

to .serve live hundred people on sihcr, and the repast was cer¬ 
tainly a princely and rnagtiiriecnt one. 

1 had, of course, aruuigcd with Mudornoiselle de Schlippen- 
schlopp. Captains Krmnpcl and Fiidclberger of the Duke’s 
Guard, Mesdames de Butlerbrod and liopp, formed our little 
party. 

Tlie first course, of course, consisted of the oysters. Ottilia's 
eyes gle.iritcd with double »briHia''*cy as the lacquey opened 
them. Tliere were nine* apiece ior us—how wdl I recollect the 
number! 

I never w.is much of an oyster-(\ater, nor can I relish them in 
naiuralibiis as some do. bi't requno a quantity of sauces, lemons, 
cayenne pepper*!, bread and butter, an<i .so forth, to render tlicrn 
palatable. 

By the time I had made my preparation*^, Ottilia, the Captains, 
and the two Iddies, had well-nigh lini.shed theirs. Indeed Ottilia 
had gobbled up all hers, and there were only my nine left in 
the dish. 

I took one— it was kai>. The .scent f)f it was enough,—they 
were all bad. Ottilia had eaten nine bad oysters. 

I put down the horrid shell. I It-r eyes glistened more and 
more; she could not take them off the tray. 
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** Dear Herr George/’ she said, will you give me your 
cysftrif* 


She had them all down - befua: -1 coukl say—Jack—Robin¬ 
son I 

, t m « • • ■ 

■ I led Kalbsbraten that night, and lu\e never been there 
since. 




FITZ^BOODLE^S PROFESSIONS: 

BEING APPEALS TO THE UNEMPLOYED YOUNGER 
SONS OF THE NOBILITY. 


JFit0t iprofe00iott» 

T he fair an<l honest propo«;ition in which I offered to 
communicate privately with parents and guardiahs, 
relative to ^wo new and lucrative professions which I had dis¬ 
covered, has, I find from the publisher, elicited not one sLigle., 
•inquiry from those personages, \\ho I can’t but think are very 
little careful of their children's welfare to allow such a chance to 
be thrown away. It is not for myself I speak, as my conscience 
proudly tells me ; for though I actually gave up Ascot in order 
to be in the way should any father of a family be inclined ’to 
treat with me regarding my discoveries, yet 1 am grieved, not 
on my own account, but on theirs, and for the wretched penny- 
wise policy that has held them back. 

That they must feel an interest in my announcement is 
unquestionable. Look at the way in which the public prints of • 
all parties have noticed my appearant;;^ in the chaiMcter oi a 
literary man ? Putting aside my ])crsonal narrative, look at the 
offer I made to the nation,—a choice of no less than two new 
professions 1 Suppose 1 had iiueTitcd as many new kind.s of 
buteber’s-meat; docs any one pretend that the world, tired as it 
is of the pfjrpetual recurrence of b(!ef, mutton, veal, cold beqf, 
cold veal, cold xmillon, hashed ditto, would not have jumped • 
iMgerly at the delightful intelligence that their old, stale, stupid 
meals were about to be varied at last? 

Of course people would have come fonvard. T should have 
had deputations from Mr. Gibletts and the fashionable butchers'of 
this world; petitions w'ould have pouted in from Whitechapel 
salesmen; the speculators panting to know the discovery; the 
cautious with stock in hand eager to brilx' me to silence and 
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prevent the certain depreciation of the goods which they already^ 

^ possess!^. I should have dealt with them, not greedily or 
raiiaciouslyi but on honest principles of fair barter. “ Gentle* 
men/’ 1 should have said, or rather “ Gents —which affectionate 
diminutive is, 1 am given to understand, at present much in use 
amongcommcrcial persons—“Gents, my researches, my genius, 
or my goc«l fortune, have brought me to the valuable discovery 
about which you are come to treat. Will you purchase it out¬ 
right, or will you give tlie discoverer an honest share of the 
profits resulting from your .speculation? My position in the 
World puts me out of the power of cxfcuting the vast plan I 
have formed, but ’twill be a certain fortune to him vho engages 
in it; and why should not I, too, participate in that fortune?** 

Such would have been my maimer of dealing with the world, 
too, with regard to my discovery of the new professions. Docs 
npl the world want new professions ? Are tlicre not thousands 
of well-educated men panting, struggling, pushing, starving, in 
the old ones? Gnm tenants of chambers looking out for'attor- 
ncys who never come?—wretched physici.ins practising the stale 
joke of being called out of cliurch until people no longer think 
fit even to laugh or to pity ? Are there not hoary-headed mid¬ 
shipmen, antique cn«;igns growing mouldy upon fifty y<-ars' 
balf-p.sy? Nay, are there not men who would pay anything to, 
be employed rather than remain idle ? Ilut such is the glut of 
professtonah, the horrible cut-throat competition among them, 

• that there is no chance for oni; in a thousand, be he ever so 
willing, or brave, or clever : in the great ocean of life he makes 
a few strokes, and puffs, and sputters, and sinks, and the- 
innumerable W'a\os overwhelm him and he is heard of no more. 

Walking to my banker’s t'other day—and I pledge my sacred 
honour this story is true — 1 met a young fellow whom I had 
knowfi attach^ to an embassy abroad, a young man of tolerable 
parts, unwearied pati<;nce, with some fortune too, and, moreover, 
allied to a noble Whig family, whose interest had procured hin\ 
his appointment to the legation at Krahwinkel, where 1 knew 
him. He remained for ten years a diplomatic character; he waa 
the working-man of the legation ; he sent over the most diffuse 
translations of the German papers for the use. of the Foreiga 
' Secretary: he signed passports with most astonishing ardour; 
•he exiled himself for ten long years in a wretched German town, 
dancing attendance at Court-balls and paying no end of money 
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for uniforms. And for what ? At the end of the ten years**^ 
during which period of labour he never received a single shilling 
from the Government which employed him (rascally spendthrift 
of a Government, va /),—he was offered the paid attach^ship 
to thd Court uf H. M. the King of the Mosquito Islands, and 
refused that appointment a week before the Whig Ministry 
retired. I'lien he knew that there was no further chance, for 
him, and incontinently quitted the diplomatic service for evert 



and I have no doubt will sell hi^ uniform a bargain. Ihe Gov¬ 
ernment had a bargain certainly; nor is he by any means 
the first person who has been sold at that price. 

Well, tny worthy friend met me in the street and informed 
of these facts with a smiling countenance,—which I thought a 
masterpiece of diplomacy. Fortune had been belabouring and • 
kicking him for ten whole years, and here lie was grinning in my 
face: could Monsieur de Talleyrand have acted better? ** I have' 
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"ivcn up diplomacy,” said Protocol, quite simply and good- 
ihumourcdly, for between yoii and me, niy good fellow, it’s a 
ver)* slow profession ; sure perhaps, but slow. But though I 
gained no actual pecuniary remuneration in the service, I have 
learned all the languages in Europe, which will be invaluable 
to me in my new profession—the mercantile one—in which 
directly I looked out for a post I found one." 

** What I and a good pay ? " sfhd 1 . 

“Why, n<i; that’s alxiurd, you know. No young men, 
strangers to business, arc paid much to speak of. Besides, I 
don’t look to a paltry clerk’s pay. Some day, when thoroughly 
acquainted with the biisine'^s (1 sliall lenni it in about seven 
years), 1 shall go into a good house with ray capital and become 
junior partner.” 

** And meanwhile ? ” 

Meanwhile I conduct the foreign correspondence of the 
erainc'Ut house of Jam, Kam, and Johnson; and very heavy 
it is, I can tell you. Erom nine till six every day, except 
foreign post days, and then from nine till eleven. Dirty dark 
court to bit iu ; snobs to talk to,--great change, as you may 
fancy.” 

‘ * And you do all this for nothing 7 ” 

“I do it to learn the bu?inc''S.” .^nd so saying. Protocol 
,gave me a knowing nod ami went his way. 

Good heavens! 1 thought, and is this a true story? Arc 
there hundreds of young men in a similar situation at the pre- 
.sent day, giving away the best ye.ars of their youth for the sake 
of a mere windy nope of something in old age, and dying before 
they come to the goal ? In seven years he hopes to have a 
business, and then to have the pleasure of risking his money? 
He will be admitted into some groat house as a particular 
favour, and three months after the house will fail, flas it not 
happened to a ibousand of onr acquaintance? I thought I 
would run after him and toll him abi/Ut the new professions that 
I have invented. 

“Oh! ay! those you wrote about in Frasers Maga&ifiel, 
Egadi George, Necessity makes .strange fellows of us all. 

would ever have thought of you spellitig^ much more 
iyritlng ? " 

“Never mind that. Will you, if I tell you of a new pro- 
,^'fcSsion that, with a little cleverness and instruction from me, 
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you may bring to a most succi^sful end—^will you, I say* malce 
me a fair return ?" 

"My dear creature/ replied young Protocol, "what t»on> 
sense you talk! 1 saw that very humbug in the Magasnne. 
You say you have made a great discovery—very good ; .you 
puff your discovery—very right; you ask money for it^notldng 
can be more reasonable ; and then you say that you intend to 
make your discovery public in the next number of the Magazine. 
Do you think I will be such a fool as to give you money for a 
thing which I can have next month for nothing? Good-bye, 
George my boy ; the mwt discovery you make I'll tell 3rou how 
to get a better price for it. ” And with this the fellow walli^ 
off, looking supremely knowing and clever. 

This tale .of the person I have called Ih-olocol is not told 
without a purpose, you may be sure. In the first place, it 
shows what are the reasons that nobody has made application 
to me concerning the new profes.sions, namely, because I have 
passed my word to make them known in this Magazine, which 
persons njay have for the purchasing, stealing, borrowing, or 
hiring, and, therefore, they will never think of applying per¬ 
sonally to me. And, secondly, his story proves also my 
assertion, viz., that .all professions arc most cruelly crowded at 
present, and that men wall make the r.tost absurd outlay and 
sacrifices for the smallest chance oi success at some future 
period. Well, then, I will be a l>cnefactor to my mce, if I can¬ 
not be to one single member of it, whom I love better tba{^ ' 
most men. What I have discovered I will make known ; there 
shall be no shilly-shallj ing work here, no circumlocution, no 
bottle-conjuring business. But oh 1 1 wish for all our snkes 
that I had had .an I'pportunity to imparl the secret to one or two 
persons only ; for, after all, but one or two can live in the 
manner I would suggest. And when the discovery is made 
known, 1 am sure ten thousand will try. The rascals! I can 
see their brass-plates gleaming over scores of doors. Com¬ 
petition will ruin my professions, as it has all others. 

^ It must be premised that the two professions are intended for, 
gentlemen, and gentlemen only—men of birth and educatiqft. 
No otliers could support the parts which they will be called 
upon to play. 

And. likewise, it must be honestly confessed that these pto^' ‘ 
. Sessions have, to a certain degree, been exercised before. Do - 
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tiot cry out at this and say it is no discovery! I say it is a dis- 
cgvery. It is a discovery if I show you—a gentleman—‘a pro- 
fessiois which you may ejcercise without derogation, or loss of 
Standing, with certain profit, nay, possibly with honour, and of 
which, until the reading of this present page, you never thought 
but as of a calling beneath your rank and quite below your 
reach. Sir, I do not mean to say that I create a profession. 
I cannot create gold ; but if, when discovered, I find the means 
of putting it in your pocket, do I or do 1 not deserve credit ? 

I seeyou sneer contemptuously when I mention to you the 
word Auctioneek. “ Is this all." you say, "that this fellow 
brags and prates about? An auctionec-r forsooth ; he might as 
well have ‘ invented * chimney-sweeping !" 

l*?o such thing. A little boy of seven, be he ever so low of 
birth, can do this iis well as you. Oo you suppose that little 
stolcp Master Montague made a better sweeper than the lowest- 
bred chummy that yearly commemorates his release? No, sir. 
And he might have been ever so much a genius or a gentleman, 
and not have l>ccn able to make his trade respectable. 

But all such iradc.s as can be rendered decent the aristocracy 
lias adopted one by one. At first they follow ed the profession 
of arms, flouting all others as unworthy, and thinking it ungentle- 
manlike to know how to read or write. I'hty did not go into 
the Church in very early days till the money to be got from the 
Church was strong enough to tempt them. It is but of later 
ye^-s that they have condescended to go to the bar, and since 
tlie'same time only that we see some of thorn following trades. 
I know an English lord's son, who is, or was, a wine-mercbant 
(he m^iy have biien a bankrupt for what I know). As for 
tKinkers, s^;vcral partners in banking-houses have four balls to 
their coronets, and T have no doubt that another sort of banking, 
viz., that practised by gentlemen who lend small sums of .money 
upon deposited securitic>, will he one day followed by the noble 
Mder, so tliat they may have four balls on thrir coronets and 
carriages, and three in front of their shops. 

Ycys, the nobles come poople\v:ird‘, as the people, on the other 
hand, rise and mingle with the nobles. With the plcis. of 
ootUT]^. Fitz-Boodle. in whose \eins flows the blood of a thousand 
kings, can have nothing to do; but, watching the progress of 
tiiseii world, *tis impossible to deny that the good old days of our 
*)S'i^;are passed away, Wc want money still as much as ever we 
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did ; but we cannot go clown from cur da&tles with borse and 
sword and waylay fat merchiuits—no, no, confounded new 
policemen and the as&ize-courts prevent that. Younger beythers 
cannot be pages to noble houses, as of old they were, .$et:ying 
gentle dames without disgrace, handing my Lord’s rose-water to 
wash, or holding his stirrup as he mounted for the chase. A 
page, forsooth! A pretty figure would George Fitz-Boodle or, 
any other man of fashion cut, in a jacket covered with sugair-. 
loafed buttons, and handing in penny-post notes on a silveir tr^. 
*l\\QpUbs have robbed us of thtyt trade among others: noi) I 
confess, do I much grudge them their trouvaille. Neither can 
we collect together a few scores of free-lances, like honest Hugh 
Calverly in the Black Prince's time, or brave Harry Butler of 
Wallenstein’s dragoons, and serve this or that prince, Peter the 
Cruel or Henry of 'Frastamarc, Gustavus or the Emperor, at 
our leisure ; or, in default of service, fight and rob on our own 
gallant account, as the good gentlemen of old did. Alasl no. 
In South America or 'Fexas, perhaps, a man might have a chance 
that way ; but in the ancient world no man can fight except in 
the king's service (and a mighty Ijad service that is too), and the 
lowest European sovereign, were it Baldoinero Esparlero hint-, 
self, would think nothing of seizing the Iscst-born condottiere 
that ever drew sword, and shooting him down like the vulgarcst 
dcscartcr. 

What, then, is to be done? We must discover fresh fields of 
enterprise—of peaceable and eomniercial enterprise in a peace¬ 
ful and commercial agr. I say, then, that the aiictioneSVs 
pulpit has never yet btici; ascended by a scion of the aristocracy, 
and am preparerl to prove that they might scale it, and do so 
with dignity and profit 

For the auctioneer's pulpit is just the peculiar place where a 
man of sixiiai refinement, of elegant wit, of polite {perceptions, 
can brinff his wit, Ins eloquence, liis taste, and his experience of 
life, most delightfully into play. It is not like the bar, where 
the better and higher qualities of a man of fashion find no room < 
for exercise. 1 n defending J ohii J orrocks i n an action of trespass, 
for cutting down a stick in Sam Snooks’s field, what powers of 
mind do you require?—powers of mind, that is, which “Mi:* 
Serjeant Snorter, a butcher’s son with a great loud voice,,h si^ar . 
at Cambridge, a wrangler, and so forth, docs not possess as w^U 
as youistdf? Snorter has never been in decent society in bis lilc'. 
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He thinks the bar-mess tlic most fashionable assembla^fe In 
li^aope. aned the jokes of “ grand day" the ne plus ft lira of wU. 
SnortSi lives' near Russell Sijnare, eats beef and Yorkshire- 
pudding. is a judge^of ix>rt-wirje,' is in all social respects your 
inferior.; Well, it is ten to one but in the case of Snooks t'. 
Jorroek's, before mentioned, he will be a better advocate than 
you; he knows the law of the case cniir''ly, and better probaluy 
than you. He can speak long, loud, to the point, grainmaiicaHy 
—more grarnmalically than you, no doubt, will conrlesceiid to 
do. la the case of Snooks i'. Jorrocks he is all th.!! can be 
desired. And so about dry di-^puti-s, respt'clmg real pr iperty, 
be knows the law ; and, beyond this, has no more neea to be :i 
gentleman than my body-servant has —who, by the way, from 
constant intercourse with the best society, is almost a gentleman. 
But this is apart from the r|iie.slion. 

Now, in the matter of auelionwiing, this, I apprehend, is not 
the case, and I assert that a liigh-bred gcntU*inan, with good 
powers of mind and speech, must, in such a profc'^sion, make a 
fortune. I do not mean in all auctionfcnng matu-rs. I lio not 
mean that such a p<*rson should'be call*-d to f-cil tin* good¬ 
will of a public-house, or discour«;e about tlie \alue of the beer* 
barrels, or bars with pewter fittings, or thi- beauty of a irudi* 
doing a stroke of so many hogsheads a week. I do not ask a 
gentleman to go down anti sell pigs, ploughs, aiul cart-horses, at 
?tolw Pogis; or to enl.irge at the Auction Rooms, Wapping, 
up^n the beauty of the “ I.ively Sally ” schooner, 'rhese articles 
of commerce or use can be better ai>preciau;d by persons in a 

■ diftVrent rank of lift: to hi". 

But there arc a thousand c.isos in whicli u gentleman only can 
do justit.e to the sale of obj<.‘cts which the neces''iiy or convenience 
of the genteel world may requin* to change hands. All articles 
properly called of taste shouUl be putundiT his charge. Pic- 
tUro»i-^be is a travelled man, has seen and judged the Ik'sI 

■ galleries of Europe, .and can speak of them .as a common person 
cannot. For, mark you, you must have the conUdence of your 
societyr you must be able to be faimharwith them, to plant a 
Rap^y'/wo/' in a graceful manner, to appeal.to my T.ord or the 

' JDac^ess in such n modest, easy, ple.asant way as that her Grace 
not be hurt by your allusion to licr~nay, amused (like the 
the company) by the manner in which it was done. 
'lWhat is mere disgusting than the familiarity of a snob.^ 
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What more loathsome than the swaggering^ quackery of some 
present holders of the hammer? Ihcre was a lafe 'fqr 
instance, which made some noise in the world (1 mean 4:iKe l^te 
Lord Gimcrack’s at Dilberry Hill). Ah 1 what an 0]>|:kntttnUy 
was lost there! I declare solemnly that 1 oelieve, but for the 
absurd quackery and braggadocio of the advertisements, much 
more money would have been bid; people were kept away by 
the vulgar trumpeting of the auctioneer, and could not help 
thinking the things were worthless that were so outrageously 
lauded. 

They say that sort of Ikirtholoinew-fair advpcacy (in yrhich 
people arc invited to an enUTtainment by the mediiini of a hoarse 
yelling beef-eater, twenty-four drums, and a jack-pudding turn¬ 
ing head over heels) is absolutely necessary to excite the public 
attention. What an error! I say that the n'finod individual so 
accosted is more hkcly to close hi.s oar?, and. shuddering, run 
away from the Iwoth. Poor Horace Waddlrpoodle! to think 
that thy gentle accumulation of bric-a-brac siiould have passed 
away in such a manner, by means of a man who brings down a 
butterfly with a blunderbuss, and talks of a pin's head through a 
speaking-trumpet! Why, the auctioneers very voice was enough 
to crack the Sevres porcelain and blow the lace into annihilation. 
Let it be remembered that I spc*ak of the gentleman in his public 
character merely, iruMning to insinuate nothing more than 1 
W'ould by stating that Lord Brougham sp<‘aks with a northern, 
accent, or that tlic voice of Nf;. Siicil is sometimes tinplea&antly' 
shrill 

' Now the character I have formed to myself of a great 
auctioneer is this. I fancy him .1 man of fir^t-ratc and irre- 
proacliable birth and fashion. 1 fancy his person so agreeable ‘ 
that it must be a pleasure for la<lies to behold and tailors to 
dress it. As a private man he must move in the \'ery best 
society, which will flock round his pulpit when be mounts it in 
his public calling. It will be a privilege for vulgar pfioplh to 
attend the hall where he IccViires ; and they will consider it an,, 
honour to be allowed to pay their money for articles the value 
of which is stamped by his high recommendation. Nor^tSin. 
such a person be a itmtc fribble ; nor can any .loose hangi^-on 
of fashion imagine he may as.sume the cliaracter. The gentle., 
man auctioneer must be an artist above all, adoring 
profession ; and adoring it, what must he not know? Jtle 
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have a good knowledge of the hi&tory and language of all 
nations; nbt the knowledge of the mere critical scholar, but 
of the lively and elegant man of the ivorld. He will not commit 
the gross blunders of pronunciation that untravclled Englishmen 
perpetrate; he will not degrade his subject by coarse eulogy, or 
sicken, his audience with vulgar banter. 11c will know 
to apply praise and wit properly; he will have the tact only 
iicqutmd in good society, and know where a joke is in place, 
and how far a compliment may go. He will not outrageously 
and indiscriminately laud all objects committed to his charge, 
for he knows the value of praise; tluit <lianionds, '’ivuld we 
havedhem by the bushel, would be ust^d as coals ; that, above 
all, ‘be has a character of sincerity to suppt:>rt; that he is not 
meitsly the advocate of the person who employs him, but that 
the public is his client too, whg lionours him and confides in 
him. Ask him to sell a copy of kaffaelle for an original; a 
trumpery modern Brussels counterfeit for real old Mechlin; 
some common French forged crockery for the old delightful 
delicate Dresden china ; and he will quit you with scorn, or 
order his servant to sliow you the door of his study. 

Study, by the way,—no, ".study" is .a vulgar word; every 
word i-s vulgar which a man uses to give the w'orld an exag¬ 
gerated notion of liimsolf or his condition. When the WTetebed 
bagman, brought up to give evidence before Judge Coltman, 
was asked what his trade was, and replied that "he represented 
the house of Dobson and Hobson," lie showed himself to be a 
vulgar mean-souled wretch, and was most properly reprimanded 
■ by his Lord.ship. 'fo be a bagman is to lx* humble, but not of 
necessity vulgar. Poniposily i.s vulgar, to ape a higher rank 
ths^n your own is vulgar, for an ensign of militia to call himself 
captain is vulgar, or for a bagman to style himself the "repre¬ 
sentative" of Dobson and Hobson, 'llie honest auctioneer, 
then, w'iU not call his room his study ; but his " private room," 
or his office, or whatever may be tht; phrase commonly used 
, among auctioneers. 

He will not for the same reason call himself (as once in a 
momentary feeling of pride and enthusiasm for the profession 
1 thought ha should)—he will not call himself ah "advocate,** 
but .an auctioneer. There is no need to attempt to awe people 
by, bag titles; let each man bear his ow'u name without shame. 
Arid a very geutlcmanlike and agreeable, though exceptional 
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position (for it is dear that there cannot be more than tvro of 
the class), may the auctioneer occupy. , _, • j, ‘ >. 

He must not sacrifice his honesty, then, eithw for'fete'dwn 
Bake or his clients', in any way, nor tell fibs about hlWSelf ot 
them. He is by no means called upon to draw the,loug-hjpfly In 
their behalf; all that his office obliges him to do—and'1# us 
hope his disposition will lead him to do it nlso—is to take a 
favourable, kindly, phila.nthropic view of the world ; to say Vhat 
can fairly be said by a good-natured and ingenious man in prAise 
of any article for'which he i« desirous to awaken public 
sympathy. And li«>w readily and pleasantly may this be done I 
I will take upon myself, ior instance, to write a eulogium ppon 
So-and-So’s last novel, which sliall be every word of it true; and 
which work, though to some discontented .spirits it might 
apiwar dull, may be shown to l.>c really amusing and instructive, 
—nay, amusing and instruftive- t(; those who have the art of 
discovering wlierc those preci».)us (juahlies lie. 

All auctioneer should have the organ of truth large;.of 
imagination and comparison, comnderable: of wit, great; of 
benevolence, excessively large. 

And how happy might such a man be, and cause others to be ! 
He should gp through the world laughing, merry, observant, 
kind-hearted. He should love everything in the w'orld, because 
1 us profession regards everything. With books of lighter }ite* 
r.uure (for I do ntjt recommend the genteel auctioneer to 
meddle with heavy a.ntiqu\rian and philological works) he 
'.liould be elegantly con.’»:rsant, being able to give a neat history 
of the author, a pretty sparkling kind criticism of the work, and 
•in appropriate eulogium upon the bintling, which would make 
those jx’oplc read who never r-ead before : or buy, at least, 
which is his fiast consideration. Of pictures we have already 
spoken. Of china, of jewellery, of gold-hcadcd cancs, valuable, 
arms, ijiclurcsqiie antiquities, w'ith what #‘locjuent enlrai^ement 
niight he not speak! lie feels every one of these things in his, 
heart. Ife has all the tastes of the fashionable world.' Dri,.', 
Mcyrick cannot be more enthusiastic about an old suit of 
armour than he : Sir Han is Nicholas not more eloquent regaj^in^ 
the gallant times in which it was worn, and the brave 
connected with it. He takes up a pearl necklace with 0$ tnudh • 
ilelight as any beauty who was sighing to wear it round hfir own' 
snowy throat, and bugs a china monster with as much joy Os the 
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oiliest duchess could do. Nor luu&t he jtffect these things; he 
i|^ust feeil them. He is a glass in which all the tastes of fashion 
are roAectedr ilo must be every one of the eliaracters to whom 
he addresses himself — a genteel Goethe or Shakespeare, a 
fashionable world-sDirit. 

How can a man be all this and not be a gentleman ; and not 
have had an education in the midst of the best company—an 
insight into the most delicate feelings^anJ wants, anti usages? 
'The pulpit .oratory of such a man would be invaluable ; people 
would flock to listen to him from f,ir and near. He might out 
of a single teacup cavisc streams of world-philosophy lo flow, 
which would he drunk in by grateful ihou'sands ; and draw 
out of an old pincushion points of wit, morals, and experience, 
that'would make a nation wise. 

r:ock round, examine THi'. annat.s ok auctions, as Mr. 
Robins. remarks, and (with evi;ry re-^pect for him and his 
brethren) say, is there m the professnjn SLfif A man ? Do we 
want such a man? lb such a man likely or not likely to make 
an in\mense fortune > C’an wv get such a man except out of 
the very best society, and among the most favoured there? 

Ever)lx>dy answers "No!" I knew^ you would answer no. 
.\nd now, gentlemen who have laughed at niy proten<^ion to 
discover ,'i profession, say, have 1 not ? I have laid rny hngcr 
upon the spot w'heie the social deficit exists. I have shown 
that we labour under a want ; and when the world wants-, do 
w'C not know that .a man will sti'p forth to fill the vacant space 
that Fate has left him ? Pass wc now to the 


^cconb I^rofcflflion* 

This profession, too, is a great, lofty, and exceptional one, and 
disfccovcred by me considering tlio'-e things 'and deeply musing 
U]^oh the necessities of society. Noi let honourable gentle¬ 
men imagine that 1 am enabh’d to offer them in this profes¬ 
sion, more than any other, a proiui^e of what is called future 
gior^,. deathless faipc, and su forth. All that I say is, that 1 can 
i;:^-young me.n in the way of making a comfortable livelihood. 

leaving behind them, not a name, but, what is better, a 
di^nt maintenance to their children. Fitz-Boodle is as good a 
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name as any in England. General Fit^-Baod}e, whOf in Morl^ 

. borough’s time, and in conjunction with the famous Van Siaap, 
beat the French in the famous action of Vtscbzottchen^. ne»r 
Mardyk, in Holland, on the 14th of February, 1709, is promised 
an immortality upon his tomb in Westminster Abbey;, but be 
died of apoplexy, dcucedly in debt, two years afterwards; and 
what after that is the use of a name ? 

No, no; the age of cj^ivalry is past. Take the twenty*four 
first men who come into the club, and ask who they are, and 
how they made their money? There's Woolsey-Saclcville': his 
father was Lord Chancellor, and sat on the woolsack, whence he 
took his title; his grandfather dealt in coal-sacks, and not in 
wool-sacks,—small coal-sacks, dribbling out littlcsupplics of black 
diamonds to the poor. Yonder comes Frank Leveson, in a huge 
broad-brimmed hat, his shirt-cuffs turned up to his elbows. 
Leveson is as gentlemanly a fellow as the world contains, and if 
he has a fault, is pt'diap-* too finikin. Well, you fancy him 
related to the Sutherland family : nor, indeed, docs honest Frank 
deny it; but entre nous, iny good sir, his father was an attorney, 
and his grandfather a bailiff i n Chancery I .nne, bearing a name still 
older than that of Leveson, namely. I^vy. So it is that this 
confounded equality grows and grows, and has laid the good old 
nobility by the heels. I^ook at that venerable Sir Charles Kilely, 
of Kitely Park : he is intcrostc-d about the Ashantecs, and is just 
come from Exeter Hall. Kitely discjunted hills in the city in 
the year 1787, and gained his baro.ictcy by a loan to the French 
princes. All these points of history are perfectly well known ; 
and do you fancy the world cares ? Psha! Profession is no 
dit^race to a man : be what you like, provided you succeed. If 
Mr. Fauntleroy could coinc to life with a million of money, you 
and I would dine with him: you know we would ; for why ^ould 
we be better than our neighfiours ? 

Put, then, out of your liead the idea that this or that profesaou 
is unworthy of you; take any that may bring you profit, and 
thank him that puts you in the way of being rich. 

The profession I w'oiild urge (upon a person duly qualified to 
undertake it) has, 1 confess, at the first glance, something^ridi> 
culous about it; and will not appear to young ladies so romantic 
as the calling of a gallant soldier, blazing with glory, gqjd 
lace, and vermilion coat; or a dear delightful clergyman, with'a 
sweet blue eye, and a pocket-handkerchief Scented charming^ 
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■ with lavender-water, llie profession' I allude to twV/, I own, be 
^o young women disagreeable, to sober men trivial, to great stupid 
mor^sts unworthy. 

But mark my words for it, that in the religions world (I have 
once or twice, by mi-stake no doubt, had the honour ©rdining in 
"serious" houses, and can vouch for the fact that the dinners 
there arc of excellent qualily)''-in the serious w'oiid, in the great 
mercantile world, among the legal coniniuniiy (notorious feeders), 
in every house in town (except some half-dozen N\hieh can .'iflbrd 
to do without such aid), the man I propose might speedily render 
himself indispensable. 

Does the reader now begin to take? Have I hinted enough 
for him* that he may see with eagle glance the inim**nse beauty 
of the profession I am about to unlold to him? We have all 
seen Gunter and ('hevet; Fregoso, on the Fuerta del Sol (a 
relation of the cx Minister (’alomrirde), is a good purveyor 
enough for the benighU'd olla-eaters of Madrid ; nor h.ivo I any 
fault to find with (juimard, a Frenchman, wlio has lately set up 
in the Toledo, at Najilos, -vhere he furnishes pf-ople with decent 
food. It has given me pleasure, too, in walking about T.ondon 
—in the Strand, in Oxford Street, and elsewhere, to see fournis- 
seurs and conieslible-merchanls ntwvly set up. Messrs. Morcll 
ha«c excellent articles in their wareliouses ; r'ortnum & Mason 
arc known to most of my readers. 

But what is not knowm, what is wanted, \Yliat is languished 
for in England is it dinner^mas/cr,-- a gentleman who is not a 
provider of meat or wine, like the parties before named, who 
can have no earthly interest in the price of trufilod turkeys or 
dry champagne beyond that legitimate interest winch he may 
feel for his client, and w hich leads him to see that the latter is 
not cheated by his tradesmen. I' or tlic dinner-giver is almost 
‘naturally an ignorant man. How in mercy’s n.ame can Mr. 
Serjeant Snorter, who is all flay at ^^'e<^tnlinstc^, or in chamber*, 
know possibly the mysteries, the delicacy, of dinner-giving? 
How can Alderman Pogson know anything beyond the fact 
•that venison is good with curmnt-jolly, and that he likes lots 
of ^icen fat with his turtle.^ Snorter knows law, Pogson is 
acquainted with the state of the tallow-market; but what should 
be know of eating, like you and mo, who have given up our time 
tb.it? (I say me only familiarly, for I have only reached so far 
science as to know that I know nothing.) But men there 
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are. gifted individuals, wiio have spent years of deep 
not merdy intervals of labour, but hours of study ever^.dfty^ 
over the gormandising science,—who, like alchemists,'Mne let 
their fortunes go, guinea by guinea, into the aU-devourin^ '^>ot, 
—^who, ruined as they sometimes are, never get a gulw?A by 
chajicc but they will have a plate of peas in May viijtb it, or a 
little feast of ortolans, or a piece of Glo*ster salmon, 01* one 
more flask from tlicir favourite claret-bin. 

It is not the ruined gastronomist that I would advise a person 
to select as his table-master; for the opportunities of peculation 
would be too great in a position of such coniidence—such 
complete abandonment of one man to another, A ruii^ man 
would be making bargains with the tradesnien. ^ They would 
offer to cash bills for him, or send him opportune presents of 
wine, which he could convert into money, or bribe him in one 
way or another. I^et this be done, and the profession of table- 
master is ruined. Snorter and Pogson may almost as well order 
their own dinners, as be at the mercy of a "gastronomic agent" 
whosfi faith is not beyond all question. 

A vulgar mind, in reply to these remarks regarding tlie gastro* 
nomic ignorance of Snorter and I’ogson, might say, “True, 
these gentlemen know nothing of household economy, bemg 
occupied with other more important business elsewhere. But 
what are their wives about? Lqily Popsun in Harley Street has 
nothing earthly to do but to mind he, poodle, and her mantua- 
makcr's and housekeeper’s bills. Mrs. Snorter in Bedford Place, 
when she has taken her dri.'c in the Park with the young ladkss, 
may surely have time to atvmd to her husband's guests and' 
preside over the preparations of his kitchen, as she does wc^thily 
at his hospitable mahogany.” 'j'o this 1 answer, that a man 
who e.xpect.-? a woman to nnderFtaiid the philosophy of diimer- 
giving, shows Hie strongest evidence of a low mind. He is 
unjust towartls that lovidy .and delicate creature, woman, to 
suppose that she heartily understands and cares for what she 
c:its an.! drinks. No: taken as a rule, women have no real 
apixrtiles. They arc children in the gormandising way; loving 
sugar, sop-s, tarts, trifles, apricot-creams, and such gewgaws, 
They would take a sip of Malmsey, and would drink curraps^ 
wine just a.s happil>, if that accursed liquor were presented.4o 
them by the butler. Did you ever know a woman whp cwki 
lay her fair hand upon her gentle heart and say on her conSicteBCo 
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tliat she preferred dry Sillery to sparkling champagne ? Such a 
Dhenomenon does hot exist. 'Iliey are not made for eating and 
drinking; ori ,if they make a pretence to it, become downright 
odious. Nor can they, I am sure, witness the preparations of 
a realty great repast without a certain jealousy. They grud^ 
spending money (ask guards, coachmen, inn-waiters, whether this 
be not the case). They will give their all, Heaven bless them 1 
to serve a .son, a grandson, or a dear relative, but they have not 
the heart to pay for small things magnificently. They are 
jealotts of good- dinners, and no wo»idcr. 1 have shown in a 
former discourse how they arc jt^alous of smoking, aii-l other 
persona! enjoyments of the male. I say, then, tliat Lady 
Pogson or Mrs. Snorter can never conduct her husband’s tabic 
properly. Fancy cither of them consenting to allow a calf to 
be stewed down into gravy for one dish, or a dozen hares to be 
sacrificed tb a single puHe of game, or the best Madeira to be 
u.^ed for a sauco, or half-a-dozcn of champagne to boil a ham 
in. 'Iliey will be for bringing a bottle of Marsala in place of 
the old particular, or foi liaving the ham cooked in water. But 
of these malt€irs—of kitclu'ti philosophy—I have no pmclical or 
Ibeoretie knowledge; and must beg pardon if, only understanding 
the goodness of a dish when cooked, 1 may have unconsciously 
made some blunder regarding the prt paraiiou. 

I-.et it, then, be set down as an axiom, without further trouble 
of demonstration, that a woman is a bad dinner-caterer ; cither 
too great and simple for it, or too mean—I don’t know which it 
is; and gentlemen, according as they admire or contemn the sex, 
may settle that matter their own w'ay. In brief, the mental 
constitution of lovely woman is such that she cannot give a 
great dinner. It must be done by a man. It can't be done by 
an ordinary man, l)cc.iuse he docs not understand it. Vain 
fool J and he .sends off to the pastrycook in Great Russell Street 
or Baker Street, he lays on a couple, of extra waiters (green¬ 
grocers in the neighbourhood), he makes a great pother with liis 
butler in the cellar, and fancies lie has done the business. 

Bon Dieul Who has not Uen at those dinners ?—those 
monslrotis exhibitions of the pa‘,trycook's art ? Who does not 
khow those made dishes with the universal sauce to each: 
friemdeaux, sweetbreads, damp dumpy cutlets, ike., seasoned 
With- tile compound of grease, onions, bad port-wine, cayenne 
cunry-po^vder (Warren's blacking, for what I know, but 
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the taste is always the same)—there they lie in the oldeoi*ner* 
dishes, the poor wiry Moselle and sparkling Burgutidy; in the 
ice-coolers, and the old story of white and brown sodp^c^ibot, 
Jittle smelts, boiletl turkey, saddlc-of-rnutton, and so forth? 
^‘Try a little of that fricandcau," says Mrs. Snorter, with a kind 
smile, “You'll find it, 1 think, very nice." Be Sure it'has 
come in a green tray from Great Russell Street. “Mr. F'itz- 
Boodlc, you Lave been in Germany," cries Snorter knowingly; 
“taste the ho<‘k, and tell me what you think of thaL** 

I low should he know better, poor benighted creature ; or she, 
dear good soul that she is ? If they would have a leg-of-mutton 
and an apple-pudding, and a glass of sherry and port (or simple 
brandy-and-watcT called by its own name) after dinner, all would 
be very well; but they must shine, they must dine as their 
neighbours. There is no difference in tlie style of dinners in 
London ; people with five hundred a year treat you exactly as 
those of five thousand. They will have thoir Moselle or bock, 
their fatal side-dishes brouglit in the green trays from the pastry¬ 
cook’s. 

Well, there is no harm done ; not as regards the dintjer-givers 
at least, thougli.tho dinner-eaters may have to-suffer somewhat; 
it only shows that the former arc hospitably inclined, and w'ish 
to do the very best in their power,—good honest fellows! If 
they do wrong, how' can tlieydielp it ^ they know no belter, i 

And now, is it not as clear as the sun at noonday, that A 
WANT exists in London for a superintendent of the table—a 
gastronomic agenl--a dinner-master, as 1 have called him 
before? A man of such a profession would he a metropolitan 
benefit; hundreds of thousands of people of the respectable 
sort, people in white waistcoats, would thank him daily. Cal¬ 
culate how many dinners are given in the City of London, and 
calculate the numbers of benedictions that “ the Agency *' might 
win. 

And as no doubt the observant man of the world has remarked 
Jhat the freeborn Knglishraan of the respectable class is, of all 
others, the most slavish and truckling to a lord ; that there is no 
fly-blown peer but he is pleased to have him at his table^ proud 
beyond measure to call him by his surname (without the lordly 
prefix); and that those lords whom he docs not know, he yet 
(the freeborn Englishman) takes care to have their pcdijp'e^ ftnd 
ages by heart from his world-bible, the “ Peerageas this is 
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an indi&patable fact, and as it is in this particnlar class of 
Britons Uiat .our agent must look to find clients, I need not say 
it^s nes^ssary that the agent should be as high-born as possible, 
and that he should be able to tack, if possible, an honourable or 
some Other handle to his respectable name. He must have it on 
his professional card— 


^onoutahfe (Sieorge iSidrmanti ^oIiHrton, 

Aphuin Chambers, Pall Mall. 


Or, 


%tr Hugiisltu^ Carter Cramlrji Cramlcy, 

Amphitryotnc Council Office, S^walUno Street 

Or, in some such neat v-ay, Ciothic letters on a large handsonu; 
crockery-ware card, with possibly a gilt coat-of-arius and sup- 
poilcrs,' or the blood-red hand of baronetcy duly ciisplayed. 
Depend on it plenty of guineas will fall in it, and that Gobble- 
ton’s supporters will support him comfortably enough. 

For this profession is not like that of the auctioneer, which I 
take to be a far more noble one, bccansii more varied and more 
truthful; but in the Agency a little Inimbug at least is 
necessary. A man cannot be a siicecs-sfu] agent by the mere 
force of his simple merit or genius in eating .\ml drinking. lie 
must of necessity impose upon the vulgar to a certain degree. 
He must be of that rank winch will load them naturally to 
respect him, otherwise they miglu be led to jeer at his pro¬ 
fession ; but let a noble cxerci.‘'.p it, and bless your soul, all the 
“ Court Guide " is dumb. 

Me will then give out in a manly and somewhat pompous 
address what has before been mentioned, namely, that he has 
seen, the fatal way in which the hospitality of England has been 
perverted hitherto, accapari'A by a few oboks with green trays. 

must use a good deal of French in his language, for that is 
coi^gidered very gentlemanlike by vulgar people.) He will take 
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a set of chambers in Carlton Gardens, which he zkhly 
though severely furnished, and the door of which wittliib t^ened 
by a French valet (he must be a Frenchman. Tememb(^» who 
will say, on letting Mr. Snorter or Sir I 3 cnjamin Pogson Sn/lhat 
** Milor is at home,” Pogson will then be .shown into a Kfcffary 
Turnished with massive book-cases, containing all the wotis ^ 
cookery and wines (the titles of them) in all the knowil'lan¬ 
guages in the w'orld. Any books, of course, will do, as ycm-will 
have them handsomely bound, and keep them under plate-^fetss. 
On a side-table will be little sample-bottles of wines, a few 
truffles on a white porcelain saucer, a prodigious strawberry or 
two, perhaps, at tlic time when such fruit costs much money. 
Oh the book-case will be busts marked Udo, Caremc, B(SchaRieh 
in marble (never mind what heads, of course); and, perhaps, on 
the clock should be a figure of the IVince of Condi's cook killing 
himself because the fish had not arrived in time: there may be a 
wreath of immortelles on the figure to give it a more decidedly * 
Frenchified air. The walls will bo of a dark rich paper, hung 
round witli neat gilt frames, containing plans of menus of 
various great dinners,—those of Cambac<?r6s, Napoleon, Louis 
XIV., J-ouis XVIII., Holiogabalus if you like, each signed by 
the respective cook. 

After the stranger has looked abotU him at these things, 
which he docs not understand in the least, especially the truffles, 
which look like dirty potatoes, you will make your appearance, 
dressed in a dark dress, w-irh one handsome enormous gold 
chain, and one large diamond ring ; a gold snuff-box, of course, 
which you will thrust into the visitoi's paw before saying a word. 
You will be yourself a portly grave man, with your head a little 
bald and grey. In fact, in th's, as in all othcj- professions, you 
had best try to look as like Canning as you can.' 

When Pogson hits done snee/ing with the snuff, you will say 
to him, "Take a fauteuiL I have the Iionour of addressing Sir 
Benjamin Pogson, I believe?” And then you will explain.to 
him your system. 

This, of course, must vary with every person you address. 
But let us lay down a few of the heads of a plan which may be 
useful, or may be* modified infinitely, or may be cast asidbtd* 
together, ju.st as circumstances dictate. After all / aiU not ' 
going to turn gastronomic agent, and speak only for thobcQofit 
perhaps of the very person who is reading this• 
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"SYNOPSIS OP THE GASTRONOMIC AGENCV OP THE irONOHR- 

• ABLE GEORGE GOBBLETON. 

m 

" Thq-Gastronomic Agent having traversed Kurope, and 
dmed with tlic best society of the world, has been led natur^yr 
.as a patriot, to turn his thoughts homeward, and cannot but 
deplore the lamentable ignorance regarding gastronomy displayed 
in a-country for which Nature has done almost everything. 

■ it is ever singularly thus. Inherent ignorance belongs 

toiban ; and The Agent, in his Continental travels, has always 
remarked/ that the countries most let tile in themselves were 



Invariably worse tillcii than tho-.e more barren. The Italians 
and the Spaniards le.ave thoir fields to Nature, as wc leave our 
vegetables, fish, and meat. And, heavens ! what riches, do w'c 
fling away—what dormant qualities in our dishes do we dis- 
" rfegard—what glorious gastionoinic crops (if The Agent may lie 
permitted the expression)—what glorious gastronomic crops do 
wc sacrifice, allowing our goodly meats and fishes to lie fallow'! 
* Chance,’ it is said by an ingenious historian, who, having been 
lonsfa secretary in the liast India House, must certainly have 
had access to the best information upon Eastern matters— 
•.Chance,’ it is said by Mr. Charles I ..amb,' which burned down a 
Cfeinaimn’s house, with a litter of sucking-pigs that were unable 
to escni^c from the interior, discot’crcd to the world theoxcellence 
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of roast-pig. ’ Gunpowder, we know, was inx'cnted Iqr ^.Similar , 
fortuity. [The reader will observe that my style in the $up|^a0<^ 
chawiiCter of a Gastronomic Agent is purp< 5 sely pompcM^ and 
loud.] “So, 'tis said, was printing—so glass. We sboulcfibave 
drunk our wine poisoned with the villainous odour of the boxTftfiia, 
had not .some K.astern inorchants, lighting their fires in.the 
Desert, marked the strange composition which now glitters on 
our sideboards, and holds, the costly produce of our vines. 

" We have s|X}kpn of the natural riches of a country. Lct^the 
reader think but for one moment of the gastronomic wealtfeof 
our country of l'’nglaiid, and ho will be lost in lhankfut anls^- 
nient as he watches the astoniMhing riches poured out upon us 
from Nature’s bounteous cornucopi,\ ! Look at our fisheries 1 •— 
the trout and Sidinon tossing in our brawling streams; the white 
and full-breasted turbot struggling m the mariner’.*? net; the 
purple lobster lured by hopes of greed into his basket-prisonj 
which he cpiits only for the red ordeal of the r)ot. J.,ook at white- 
bait, great heaven'^!—look at whitebait, and a thousand fnsking, 
glittenng, silvery tilings besides, which the nymphs of our native 
streams bear kindly to the duilies of our kitchens—our kitchens 
such as they .'ire. « 

“And though it ma)*^ be said that other countries produce the 
freckle-backed salmon and the dark broad-shouldered turbot; 
though trout fre(|uent many a stream besides thojC of England, 
and lobsters sprawl on other sands than ours ; yet, let it be re¬ 
membered, that our nativi* country possesses these altogether, 
W'hile other lands only know tliem separately; that, above all, 
wliitebait is peculiarly our country’.s—jur city's own I Blessings 
and eternal p’-aises be on it, and, c>f course, on brown bread and . 
butter ! And the Briton should further remember, with honest 
pride and thankfulness, the situation of his capital, of London : 
the lordly turtle floats from the sea into the stream, and from llie 
stream to the city ; the lapid fleets of :ill the world se donneni 
rende&voJii in the docks of our silvery Thames ; the produce of- 
our coasts and provincial cities, cast and west, is borne to us on 
the swift lines of lightning railroads. In a word--and ho man 
but one who like 'I hi; Agent, has travelled Kuropo over, can 
appreciate the gift—there is no city on earth’s surface so well 
supplied with fish as London ! 

* ‘ With re.spcct to our meats, all praise is supererogatory. Ask 
the wretched hunter rd chevrcuU, the poor devourer of 
wliat they think of the noble English luiunch, that, after boufid- 
ing in the Park of Knole or Windsor, exposes its magnificent 
flank upon some broad silver platter at our tables ? It is eni&ugh 
to say of foreign venison, that they are obliged to lard tt. 
Away ! ours is the palm of roast; whether of the crisp muUtap . 
that crops the thymy herbage of our downs, or the noble pk 
who revels on lush Althorpian uil-cakes. W'hat game is like 
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oars ? Mans excels us in poultry, ’tis true; but ’tis only in 
nleity England that the partridge has a flavour, that the turkey 
•can ^Imost w passer de iriiffes, that the jolly juicy goose can, be 
leaten as be deserves, 

'‘Otic vegetables, moreover, surpass all comment; Art <by 
the means of glass) has wrung fruit out of the bosom of Nature, 
such as she grants to no other dime. And if we have no vine¬ 
yards'on our hills, we have gold to purchase their best produce. 
Nature, and enterprise tliat masters Nature, have done every- 
tlung foi our land. 

with all these prtxligious rich<‘S in our power, is it not 
painful to reflect how abhurdly wo employ them? Can we say 
that we are in the habit of dining well ? Alas, no 1 an«l The 
Agent, roaming o’er loreign lan< 1 s, .and seeing how, with small 
means and great ingenuity and perseverance, great ends were 
efl^tod, conies back sadly to his own country, w'hose wealth 
he sees absurdly wasted, whoH' en« rgies are* misdirected, and 
whose vast capabilities arc allowed to lie idle. ..." [Here 
should follow what 1 have only liintcd at previously, a vivid and 
terrible picture of the degrad.itiou of our table.] “. . . Oh, 
for a master spirit, to give an iinpetu- to the land, to see itsgre.at 
power directed in the ligl t w;iy, ,'ind its wealth not squandered 
or hidden, but nobly put out to jnicrcsi and spent ! 

"'Ihe Agent dares not ho/x' to win that prou<i station— 
to be the destroyer of a barbarous system wallowing in abusive 
prodigality—to become a dietetic reformer—the 1 uthcr of the 
table. 

“ But convinced of the wrongs which exist, he will do his 
humble endeavour to set them right, and to those who know that 
they are ignonant (and this is a Mist step to knowledge) he offers 
his counsels, his active co-oi3eratKin, his frank and kindly 
sympathy. 'The Agent’s qualifications are these :— 

** I. He is of one of the best families in England ; and has in 
himself or through his ancestors been accustomed to good living 
for centuries. In the reign of Henry V., his maternal great- 
great-grandfather, Roger do (lobylton " [the vame way be varied^ 
of course, or Ihe king's reign, or the disk invented], ** was the 
first who discovered th»‘ method of roasting a peacock whole, 

. with his tail-feathers displayed ; .ind the dish w'as served to the 
two kings at Rouen. .Sir Walter ('ramlcy, in Elizabeth's reign, 
produced before Her Majo'^ty, W'hcn at Killingworth Castle, 
; mackerel with the i\imous sauee, &c. 

‘*2. He has, through life, devoted himself to no other study 
thafl. that of the table : .and has visited to that end the Courts of 
aU the monarchs of Europe : taking the rcixipts of the cooks, 
with whom he lives on terms of intimate friendship, often at 
' enormous expense to himself. 

'' ”3, He has the same acquaintance with all the vintages of 

Da 
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the Continent: havingr piissed the autumn of i8rx (tte .comet 
year) on the great Weinberg of Johannisberg; being cni{dt3gred 
similarly at Bordeaux, in 1854 ; at Oporto, in 1820 ; and at ' 
de la Frontera, with his excellent friends, Uuff, Gordon, ^TCa, 
the year after. He travelled to India and back in cotxipahy 
with fourteen pipes of Madeira (on board of the ‘ Samuel Snob,* 
East Indlainan, ('aplain Scuttlcr), and spent the vintage season 
in the island, with unlimited powers of observation granted to 
him by the great houses there. 

“ 4. He has attended Mr. Groves of C'haring Cross, and Mr* 
Giblct of Bond Street, in a course of purchases of fish ahd 
meat; and is able at a glance to recognise the age of mutton,, 
the primencss of beef, the firmness and frcsliness of fish of all 
kinds. 

“5. He lias visited the ji.irks, the grouse-manors, and the 
principal gardens of I'.nglaml', in a similar professional point of 
view,’^ 


The Agent then, ihrougli his subordinates, engages to provide 
gentlemen who arc about to give dinner-]:»arties— 

“1. With cooks to dress the dinners ; a list of which gentle¬ 
men he has i)y him. and will recommend none who are not 
worthy of the strictest confidence. 

“2. 'With a memt for the table, according to the price which 
the Amphitryon chooses to incur. 

‘ ‘ 3. He will, through eorreisj'jondonces with the various fournis- 
scurs of the metropolis, provide tlinn with viands, fruit, wine, 
&c., sending to i'aris, if need lx, where he has a regular corres* 
I>ondencc with Messrs. <"hc\ct. 

*‘4- He has a list of di \Utous table-waiters (all answering to 
the name of J(jhn for fear of mistakes, the butler’s name to be 
settled according to pleasure), and woukl strongly recoinmepd 
that the servants of the house sliould bo lockc'l in the back- 
kitchen or scTv.ints’ hall during the time the dinner take.s 
place. 

“5. He will receive and examine all the accounts of the 
founiissnars—of course pledging bis honour as a gentleman not 
to receive one shilling of paltry gratification from the tradesmen' 
he employs, but to sec that the bills arc more moderate, and their^ 
goods of belter quality, than they would provide to any person' 
of less experience than himself, 

"6. His fee for .siifierintending a dinner will lie five guinB&s: ’ 
an<l The Agent entreats his clients to trust entirely to him and 
his subordinates for the arrangement of the repast —not to ihiriM ^ 
' of inserting dishes of their own invention, or producing 
from tbeir own cellars, as he engages to have it brought m thift ' 
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best ord^r* and fit for immediate drinking. Should the Amphi- 
tryom however, desire some particular dish or wine, he must 
oonsuJt Tbie Agent, in the first case by writing, in the second by 
senjdinjgf a sample to The Agent's chambers. For it is manifest 
that the’whole complexion of a dinner may be altered by the 
insertion of a single dish ; and, therefore, parties will do well to 
mention their wishes on the first interview with The Agent. He 
cannot be called.upon to recompose his bill of fare, except at 
great risk to the ensemble of the dinner and cnomious incon¬ 
venience to himself. 

’‘7. The Agent will be at home for con.-ailtation from ten 
o’clbck.until two—oailior, if genllerncn who arc engaged -n e.''rl\ 
hours in the City desire to have an interview ; and be it lemeni- 
bereri, that a personal inirwinu is alwa>s the lx's! r for it is 
greatly necessiiry to know not only the number but the ohatactei 
of the guests whom the Amiihitrvon propo.scs to enicilain— 
whether they arc* fond of any particular wine or dish, what is 
their state of health, rank, -tyle, firofesr.ion, cVrc. 

“ 3. At two o'clock, ho will comnienco his j-ohikK ; for .a- the 
metropolis is wide, it is clear that he must be early in the 
in some districts, I^'roni 2 till 3 he will lie m Russell Square and 
the neighbourhood; 3 to 3.^, llarlcy .Stn'et, I’ortland IMace 
Cavendish Square, and the environs ; t<' I'ortinan Square. 

Gloucester Place, Raker Siren, &c. ; q} to 5, the new di.ancx 
about Hyde Piu’k Terraco ; 5 to 5^,*, St. John's Worxl and the 
l^Cgent's Park. He will lie in (irosvenor Square by o ; and ii 
Jielgrave Square, Pimheo, and its\icirmy, by 7. Partie.s tlmre 
nre requested not to dine until 8 o’clock : and 'i'he Agent, otu v 
for all, peremptoiily^ announce:, ih.at he will N</r gf' to th'* 
Palace, where it is utterly impossible to .«;cr\e a good dinner," 

“ To Tradesmen. 

“ Evf.RV Monday evening ilnring the'^t'ason the Gastronomic 
Agent proposes to give a senes of Inal tliiineis, to which the 
principal gourmands of Iheineiropohs. and a lew of d’he Agent’s 
most respectable clients, will be iiivited. Covers will be laid for 
fen at nine o’clock preoifoly. And as The Agent does not pro- 
pose'to exact a single shilling of profit fiom their bilK, and 
m$■recommendation will be of infinite value to them, the tnuloi, 
men he employs will furnish the weekly dinner gr.ttis. Cooks 
will attend (who have acknowlctlged characters) upon the same 
tennSj^ To save trouble, a book will be kept where butchers, 
poultor^rs, fishmongens, &c., may inscnlx* their names in order, 
taktrig it by turns to supply the trial-table. Wine-merchani.'i 
WiU>txatural!y compete every w'cek promiscuously, sending what 
they consider their best samples, and leaving with the hall- 
p 09 ttcf.,*‘iclccts of the prices. Confectionery to be done out of 
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the hotise. Fruiterers, market-nieij, as butchers and poulterers. 
The Agent's maitre-d^h&fcl wnll give a receipt to each indiyidual 
for the articles he produces ; and let all remember, thajj 'flii* 

■ Agent is a very keen jud^e, and woe betide those who serve him 
or his clients ill I 

“OKfJRGli Gormand Gobbletont,; 

“Carlton Gardens: June w, 1842." 

Here I have sketched out the heads of such an address.as ',1 
conceive a gastronomic agent might put forth; and appeal 
pretty confidently to the Buti^h public regarding its merits and 
my own discovery. If this be not a profession—a new one—a 
feasible one—a lucr.iibe one— I don’t know what it is. Say that 
a man attends but fifieen dinners daily, that is .seventy-five 
guineas, or five hundred and fifty pounds weekly, or fourteen 
thousand three hundred pounds for a si-ason of six months ; and 
how many of our younger sons have such a capital even ? Let, 
then, some unemployed gentleman with the requi.sile qualifica¬ 
tions come forward. It will not be necessary that he should 
have done all that is .stated in the prospectus ; but, at any rate, 
let him say he has : there can't be much liarni in an innocent fib 
of that sort; for the gastronomic agent must be a sort of 
dinner-pope, whose opinions cannot be supposed to err. 

And as he really will bo an excellent judge of eating and 
drinking, and will bring his w'hole mind to bear upon thequefition, 
and will speedily acquire un expericnoc which no person out of 
the profession can possibly have ; and as, moreover, he will be 
an honourable man, not practising upon his client in anyway, or 
demanding sixpence beyond his just fee, the world will gain 
vastly by the coming forward of such a person,—gain in good 
dinners, and absolutely save money : for what ifi five guineas for 
a dinner of sixteen ? 'I'he sum may be ^t 7 s/>iiU by a cook-wench, 
or by oni; of those abominable before-nanietl pastry cooks with 
their green trays. 

If any man take up the business, he will invite me, of course, 
to the Monday dinners. Or iloes ingratitude go so far as that a 
man should forget the author of his good fortune? I believe it 
docs, 'Furn we away from the sickening theme I 

' And now, having concluded my professions, how shall I express 
my obligations to the discriminating press of this country for the* 
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unjLnimous applaud which hailed my first appearance ? It is 
Ae roo^ wonderful, as I pledge my sacred word, I never "wrote a 
•docunfent before much longer than a laundress’s bill, or the accept* 
atiee of an invitation to dinner. But enough of this egotism: 
thanks Cor praise conferred sound like vanity ; gratitude is hard 
to speak of, and at present it swells the full heart of 

George Savage Fitz-Boodle.- 


BND or "THE FlTZ-rOODLE PAPrUS.” 
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CAPTAIN ROOK AND MR. PIGEON, 

T he statislic-mongrr'=. anrl dealers in geography hav«' calcu¬ 
lated to a nicety how niany (jaartern lo.i\ cs, bars of iron, 
pigs of lead, s.acks of wool, 'lurks, Quaker.*!, Methodists, Jews, 
Catholics, andClmrch-of-lCngland men arc consumed or produced 
in the different count!ic.s of tins wicked world : 1 should like to 
see an accurate table showing tin* rogui*s and dupes of each 
>nation; the calculaiion would form .i pretty matter for a 
philosopher to speculate upon. 'The mind lo\es to repo.sc and 
broods Ijencvolently over this expanded tlienie. What thieves 
are there in Paris, O heaven*;! and w hat a power of rogue.*; with 
pigtails and niand.iriii buttons at Pekin ! Wliat crowds of 
swindlers are there at thi.s very moment pursuing their trade at 
St. Petersburg! how many scoundrels are .*-aying their prayers 
alongside of Don ('ailo.s! how many scores are jobbing under 
the pretty nose ol Queen Christina I what an inordinate number 
of rascals i.s there, to be sure, puffing tobacco and drinking flat 
sntoll-beer in all the capitals of Chmiany ; or else, willuHit a rag 
to their ebony back?., swigging quass out of calabashes, and 
smeared over with palm oil, lolling at the doors of clay huts in 
the sunny city of T’imbuetoo ! It is not necessary to make any 
.more topographical allusion*;, or, for illustrating the above 
position, to go through pie whole (Jazetteer; but he is a bad 
philosopher who has not all these things in mind, and does not 
in his Speculations or his ('stimate of mankind duly consider and 
wcjgh them. And it is fine and consolatory to think that tliouglft- 
flil N^Lture, which has provided .'^weet flowers for the humming 
Jx*; fair running streams for glittering fish ; store of kids, deer, 
gbats, and other fresh meat for roaring- lions; for active cals, 
^ice; for mice, cheese, and so on ; establishing throughout the 
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whole of her realm the great doctrine that where a dcinatid jSi 
there will be a supply (sec the romances of Adam Smith, Malthus, 
and Ricardo, and the philosophical works of Miss Martinit^u) 

I say it is consolatory to think that, as Nature has provided flics 
for the food of dshes, and (lowers for bees, so she has cre&ted 
fools for rogues; and thus the scheme is consistent throughoht^ 
Ves, observation, witli extensive view, will discover Captain Rbols 
all over the world, and Mr. Pigeons made for their benefit. 
Wherever shines the sun, you are sure to find Folly basking in it; 
and knavery is the shadow at Folly’s heels. " 

It is not, however, necessary to go to St. T*etersburg or Pekin 
for rogues (and in truth I don't know whether the Tmibuctoa 
Captain Rooks prefer cnbl)age or billiards). "We are not 
birds,” Its the Trishnian .says, “ to be in half-a-dozcn places at 
once ; ” so let us pictennit all considerations of rogues in other 
countries, examining only those who fiourish under onr very 
noses. 1 have travelled much, tind si^en many men and cliiea; 
and, in truth, 1 think tliat our country ot Kngland produces the 
best soldiers, sailors, razors, tailors, brewers, baiters, and rogiles 
of all. Especially there is no che.it like an I^nghsih cheat. Our 
society produces them in the gn'atest nunil»er> as well as of the 
greatest excellence. We supply all Kuropo with them. I defy 
you to ixiint out a great city of the C-'ontinent where half-a-doren 
of them arc not to Idc found ! proofs ci our enterprise and samples 
of our home manufacture. 'Iry Rome, Cheltcuhani, Radon, 
Toeplit/, Madrid, or 'rzarskoselo: I have been in every one of 
them, and give j’ou my Jionour that the Englishman is the host 
n&cal to Ixi found in all; better than your eager Frenchman; 
your swaggering Irishman, with a red velvet waistcoat and red 
whiskers; your grave Spaniard, with horrid goggle eyes and 
profuse diamond .shirt-pin.s; your tallow-faced (ierman baron, 
with white moustacht' and <loiil>lc chin, fat, pudgy, dirty fingers, 
and great gohi thumb-ring ; better even than your nondescript 
Russian—swindler and spy as he is by loy.alty and education-— 
the most dangerous antagonist we have. Who has the Ijest coat 
even at Vienna? who has the neatest britzska at Baden? who 
dl^nks the best champagne at Paris ? (.'aptain Rook, to be sure, 
of Her Britannic Majesty’s service ;—he has been of the servicei 
that is to say, but often finds it convenient to sell out. 

The life of a blackleg, which is the name contemptuously, 
applied to Captain Rook in his own country, is such aft casyt' 
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comfoflable, careless, merry one, that I can't conceive Why an 
the -world do not turn Captain Rooks ; unless, maybe, there ape 
soiBC my.stcries and difficulties in it which the vulgar know 
nothing of, and which only men of real genius «an ovcrcoi)Je. 
Call on Captain Kook in the day (in London, he lives about St. 
James's; abroad, he has the very best rooms in the very btSl 
hotels), and you will find him at one o'clock dressed in the very 
finest rob€-de-chambre, before a breakfast*table covered with the* 
prettiest patties and delicacies possible ; smoking, perhaps, one 
of the biggest meerschaum pipers you ever saw; reading, 
possibly, the Afor/ri»x J’osf, or a novel (he has only one volume 
in his whole room, and that from a circulating library); or 
having his hair dressed ; <ir talking to a tailor about waistcoat 
patterns; or drinking soda-water with a glass of sherry; all 
this he does every morning, and it <lo<-s not sccni very difficult, 
and lasts until three. At three, he goes to a horse-dealer’s, and 
. lounges there for half-an-hour; at four he is to be seen at 
the window of his Club ; at five, he is cantering and cun'elting 
in Hyde Park with one or two more (he di'>es not know any 
ladies, but has many male acquaintances: some, stout old 
gentlemen riding col^s, who knew his iamily. and give him a 
surly gnint of lecognition ; some, very young lads with pale 
dissolute faces, little moustaches perliap.s, or at least little tufts 
on their chin, who hail him c.igerly as a man of fashion): at 
seven he has a dinner at " Long's” or at the "Clarendon;” 
and so to hed very likely at five in the morning, after a quiet 
game of whist, broiled bone?:, and pimch. 

Perhaps he dines eaily at a tavern in Covent Garden ; after 
which, you will see liim at the theatre in a private box (Captain 
Rook affects the Olympic a good deal). In the box, beside 
himself, you will remark a young man—very young—one of the 
lads who spoke to him in the Park this morning, and a couple 
of ladies : one sliabby, mel.inc'noly, raw-boned, with numberless 
small white ringlets, large hands and feet, and a faded light- 
blue silk gown : she has a large cap, trimmed with yellow, and 
all sorts of cnimpled flow('rs and greasy blonde lacc; 'she wears 
large gilt earrings, and .sits back, and nobody speaks to h^r, 
and she to nobody, except to .say, '' Law, Maria, how well you. 
'da look to-night; there's a man o])posite has been staring at you 
‘this three hours; I'm blest if it isn't him as we saw in the Park, 
dear!’' 
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*\1 'Wish, Hannah, you'd 'old yotir tongue, and not bother xnh 

about the men. You don't believe Miss 'Ickman, Fieddyf^do 
you?" says Maria, smiling fondly on Freddy. Marla is siting 
in front: she .says she is t\venty>threc, though Miss Hlckm^ 
knows very well she is thirty-one (Freddy is just of ago). She 
wears a purple velvet gown, three different gold bracelets qn, 
each arm, as many rings on each finger of each hand ; to one 
is hooked a gold smelling-tKDttle: she has an enormous fan, 
a laced pocket-htandkerchief, a Cashmere shawl, which is con¬ 
tinually falling off, and exposing, very unnecessarily, ii pair of 
very white shoulders: she talks k)ud, always lets her playbill 
drop into the pit, .aiul smells most pungently of Mr. Dclcroix’s 
shop. After this description it is not at all necessary to say 
who Maria is: Mis.s Hickman is her companion, and they live 
together in a very snug little liouse in Mayfair, which has just 
been new-furnished a la Ijoui'i Quaforze by I'reddy, as w’c arc 
positively informed. It is even said that the little canLage, with 
two little white ironies, which Maria drives herself in such a 
fascinating way through the Park, was purchased for her by 
Freddy too ; .ay, and that Captain Roik got it for Jiim—Ji great 
bargain of course. 

Such is Captain Rook's life. Can anything be more easy? 
Suppose Maria says. "Conic home, Rook, and heat a cold 
chicken with us, and a glass of luced champ.agnc ; ” and suppose 
he goes, and after chicken--just for fun—Maria proposes a little 
chicken-hazard;—she only pktys for shillings, while Freddy, a 
little bolder, won't nnivl half-pound stakes himself. Is there 
any great liarm in all triis? Well, after half-an-hour Maria 
grows tired, and Miss Hickr.ian has been nodding asleep in the 
corner long ago ; so off the two ladies set, candle in hand. 

"D-n it, Fred," says Captain Kook, pouring out for that 

young gentleman his fifiecnth glass of champagne, "what luck 
you are in, it you did but know how lo back it I" 

What more natural, and even kind, of Kook than lo .say this? 
Fred is evidently an inexperienced pl.'iyer; and every experienced 
player knows that there is nothing like backing your luck. 
Freddy does. Well; fortune is jirovcrbially variable ; and it is 
not at all surprising that Freddy, after having had so niudU 
luck at the commencement of the evening, should have the 
tables turned on him at some time or other.—Freddy loses. 

It is deuced unlucky, to be sure, that he should have WOA' 
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j^U the little coupt and lost all the great ones; but there is a 
plan lyhich the commonest play-man knows, an infallible means 
of.setricving yourself at play: it is simply doubling your stake. 
Say» you lose a guinea: you bet two guineas, which if you wirt. 
you'Win a guinea and your original stake : if you lose, yoirha\’e 
but to bet four guineas on the third stake, eight on the fourth, 
sixteen on the fifth, thirty-two on the sixth, and so on. It stands 
to reason that yon cannot lose always \ and the very first time 
yoii win, all your losings are made up to \ou. There is but one 
drawback to tins infallible process: if you begin at a guinea, 
double every lime you ki'.jO, and lo-c fifiecMi times, Jxaso 

lost exactly sixteen thousanfl three hundred and eighty-four 
guineas; a sum which proliably exceeds the amount of your 
yearly income mine is eonsider.ibly uniler that figure. 

, Freddy does not piny this game tlien, yet; but being a poor- 
spirited creature, as we ha.ve seen he must be by being afraid 
to win, he is eijually poor-spirit(*d when he begins to lose. he 
is friglitened ; that is, incrt*iises hi-, stakes, and backs his ill- 
luck : when a man does this, it is aU over with him. 

When Captain Rook go-'s liome (llic sun is picering through 
the shutters of llie Ulllc diawmg-room in t'ur/on Street, and 
the ghastly foot-boy—oh, how hlcan-d 1 ji-> eyes look as he opens 
the door!)—when t'aptain Kook goes home, he has Freddy's 
I.O.U.’s in his pocket to the amount, '^ay, of throe hundred 
pounds- Some people ::ay that Maria has half of the money 
when it is paid , but tins I don’t believe: is Captain Rook iho 
kind of fellow to give up a purse when his hand has once claw'cd 
hold of it ? 

Be this, how'cvcr, true or not, it concerns us very little. The 
Capiam goes home to King Street, plunges into bed much too 
tired to say his prayers, find wakes thfi next morning at tw'clve 
to go over such another day as we have just chalked out for him. 
As for Freddy, not poppy, nor niandragora, nor all the soda- 
water at the chemist's cpn ever medicine him to that sweet sleep 
which he might have had but for his loss. If 1 had but 

played my king of hearts," righed Fred, “ and kept’ back my 
trump; but there's no standing .igam‘,t a fellow who turns up a 
king seven times running: it I had even but pulled up when 
Thomas (curse him !) brought up that infernal Cura9oa punchy 
I should, have saved a couple of hundred," and so on go 
- freddy's lamentations. O luckless Freddy! dismal Freddy! silly ‘ 
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gaby of a Freddy! you are hit now, and there is no cure for yoitbiit 
bleeding you almost to death's door. The homoeopathic 
of similia i*#«/ 7 ;( 5 «jt~\vhich moans, I believe, that you are tl}'^- 
curedby a hair of the dog tliat bit you "—must be put in prod^ 
lice witli regard to Freddy—only not in homoeopathic infmi* 
tcsimal doses ; no hair of the dog that bit him ; but vite versd^ 
the dog of the hair that tickleci him. J‘Vcddy lias Ixigun to play 
—a mere trifle at fir^st, but he niu«;t play it out; ho must go thC' 
whole hog now, or there is no chance for him. He must play 
until he can play no more ; lu* ref// play until he has not a 
shilling left to play ^vith, when, perhaps, he may turn out jm 
honest man, though the odds are against him : the betting is in 
favour of his being a swindler ah^ays ; a rich or a poor one, aS 
the case may be. I need not toll Freddy‘s name, 1 think, now ; 
it stands on his card :— 


Mk. FUKHKRICK PIHJvON. 
Long's iloid. 


T have said the chances arc that h'rctleriok Pigeon, Esqtiire, 
will become a rich or a poor swindler, though the first chance, 
it must be cc)iife':se<l, is very remote. 1 once heard an actor, 
who could not write, speak, or even read ICnglish ; who was not 
lit for any trade m the world, and luid not the '* nous" to keep 
an apple-stall, and scaicely even enough sense to nvake a 
Member of Parliament ; 1 once, I say, heard an actor,—whose 
only qualifications were a large pair of legs, a large voice, and a 
very large neck, —curse his fate and his firofessioii, by which, do 
what he would, he could only m.iki^ eight guineas a week, 

“ No men,'* said he, W'ith a great deal of justice, "were so ill 
paid as ‘ dramatic artists ; ’ they laboured for nothing all their ’ 
youth, and had no provision for old age." With this, lie sighed, 
and called for (it was on n Saturday night) the forty-ninth glas^of.. 
brandy-and'water which he had drunk in the course of the week. ■ 
The excitement of his profession, 1 make no doubt, caused 
ray friend Claptrap to consume this quantity of spirit-and- 
water, besides beer in the morning after rehearsal; and 1 isould. 
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not help musing over his fate. It is a hard one. To cat, driulc, 
work a little, and he jolly; to be paid twice as much as you ar6 
worth, and then to go to ruiTi; to drop off the tree when you 
am swelled out, seedy, and over-ripe; and to lie rotting l|^the 
mud underneath, until at last you mingle with it. 

Now, badly as the actor is paid (and the reader will the more 
readily pardon the above episode, because, in reality, it has 
,nothing to do with the <ubjoct in hand), and luckless as his fate 
is»/the lot or the poor blackleg is cast lower still. You ne\'er 
hear of a rich gambler ; or of (me who wiiis in the end. Where 
docs all the money go to which is lo^-t among them: you 

ever play a g.anic at loo for sixp<.nce5? At the end of the 
night a great many ot those small coins have been lost, and in 
consequence, won. l-ut a'k the table all lound . one man has 
won three shillings ; two have neither k)st nor won ; one rather 
thinks he has lost ; and the' three other-; have lost two pounds 
each. Is not this the fact, known to everybody wiio indulges in 
round games, and especially the noble game of loo? I often 
think that the devil’s books, as cards are called, are lent out to us 
from Old Nick’s circulating library, and that he lays his paw 
upon -a certain p.irt of tlie winnings, mul carries it off privily : 
else, what beconu's of all llie money ? 

For instance, there is the gentl<-nian whom the nowspajicrs 
call “a noble earl of ''poiiing celebrity -if he has lost a 
shilling according to the newspaper accounts, ho has lost fifty 
iniilions : he drops fifty thousand jioimds at the Derby, just as 
you and I would kivdown twopence halfpenny for half an ounce 
of Macabaw. Who has won ihcsi' millions.'* Is it Mr. Crock- 
ford, oaiMr. IJond, oj Mr. Salon-des-lCtrangers? (I do not call 
these latter gentlemen gambk-rs, for their fpeculntion is a 
certainty ;) but w'ho wins his money, and everybody else’s money 
W'ho plays and loses ? Much money is staked in the absence of 
Mr, Crockford ; many notes are giM*n without the intcrforence 
of the Bonds ; there are hundicfls of thousands of gamblers 
who are strangers even to the Salon-des- 1 str..ingcr.s. 

No, my dear sir, it iij not in the jiublic gambling-houses that 
the yioney is lost; it is not iii them that youi virtue is chiefly in 
• dan^r. Rettcr t>y half lose your income, your fortune, or your 
master's money, in a decent public bell, than in the prit'atc 
society of such men as my friend Captain Kook, But we are 
again and again digressing : the point is, is the Captain’s trade 
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a good onc^ and do^^s it yield tolerably good interesjt !br qUtlay 
'and capital ? ' • ' 

To the latter que^jtion first:—at this very season of May,, when 
tbejRooks arc v*'ry young, have you not, my dear friend often 
tas%d them in pies ?—they arc then so tender that you cannot 
tell the difference between them and pigeons. So, dn lijce 
manner, our Rook has been in his youth undistinguishable from 
a pigeon. lie docs as he has been done by : yea, he has been, 
plucked as even now he plucks hii. friend Mr, Frederick Pigepn. 
Say that he began the world with ten thousand pounds : eV(Sry 
maravedi of this is gone ; an<l may be considered as the capital 
which he has .sacrifn'tl to h.Mi n his trade. Having spent £ io,opo, 
then, on an annuity of £(iSo. he luuM look to :i larger interest 
for his money—s.iy fifteen hundicd, two thousand, or three 
thousand pounds, drccntly to nipay hi^ ii ,k and labour. ^^sidC3 
the money sunk iii the first pl.ici*. his i)iofcb''ion requires coR* 
linual annual outlays, as thus-- 

Horses, carriages (including Fpsom, Goodwood, 

Ascot, &c. ) • ,. £S<^ o O 

Lodgings, servant'^, and boanl .... 3|go o o 
Watering-places, and touring . ' . . . 300 o O' 

Dinners to give.150 o o 

E^ocket-monoy.150 o o 

Gloves, handkerchiefs, pcrfunicrv, and tobacco 

(very moderate).150 o o 

Tailor’s bilU f^ioo say, never paid) . . . ,000- 

Total . .;^i,doooO^ 

I defy any man to carry on the profession in a decent way 
under the above sum : ten thou.sand sunk, and sixteen hundred 
annual expcises ; no, it is nol a gooil profession : it is not good 
interest for one's money ; it is not a fair reinuneralion for a 
gentlemen of birth, industry, and genius ; and my friend Clap¬ 
trap, who growls about his pay, may blc':.s his eyes that he was^ 
not born a gentleman and bred up to such an unprofitable calling 
as this. Considering his trouble, his outlay, his birth, and 
breeding, the Capi.iin is most wickedly and basely rewarded. 
And when he is oljligcd to relrc.^l, when his hand trembles, his' 
credit is fallen, his hills laughed at by every money-lender Ux 
Europe, his tailors rampant anti inexorable—in fact, when the 
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eoupt of life will sauter for him no more—who will help the 
plajr^worn veteran ? As Mitchel sings after Aristophanes— 

' ** In glory he was seen, wJien his yeap as yet were green; 

Wit now when his dotage is <>n him, 

God help him for no eye of those who pasb him by 
Throws a look of compassion upon him.” 

Who indeed will help him ?—not his family, for he has bled his 
father, his wnde, his old grandmother ; he has had slices out of 
bis sister’s portions, and quarrelled with his brothers-in-law : 
the old people are dead ; the young t'lics hate him, and will give 
him nothing. Who will help him? - not his friends : in the first 
place, my dear sir, a maii'.s friends very seldom do : in the .second 
place, it is Captain Rook s busmens not to keep, but to give up 
his friends. His acquaintances do not last more than a year: 
the time, namely, duiing which he is employed in pducking 
them; then they part. Pigeon has nut a ‘•ingle feather left to 
h^ tail, and how should he help Rook, whom, au rente, he has 
learnt to detest must eordially, and has found out to boa rascal? 
When Rook’s ill rlay comes, it is .sinipli because he has no more 
friendir; he has e.xhaustrd them all, plucked every iwie as clean 
as the palm of your hand. Ami to arrive at this conclusion. 
Rook has been spending ‘•ixtecn hundred a year, anti the prime 
of his life, and has moreover sunk ten thousand pounds ! Is 
this a proper reward for a giuuleman? 1 say it is a mu and a 
shame that an Knglish gentleman should be allowed thus to 
drop down the stream without a sirigk? hand to ht:lp him. 

The moral of the above remarks 1 t-ake to be this : that black¬ 
legging is as bad a trade as can be; .and .so let p.ireuts and 
gu^vrdians look to it, and not appientiee their children to such a 
villainous scurvy way of h\ing. 

It must be confessed, luiwevc-r, that there arc some indNvidvials 
who have for the profession .‘^ueh a natural genius that no 
entreaties or example of paicrii'^ will keep them from it, and no 
restraint or occupation occasioned by another calling. They 
do what Christians do not do: they leave all to follow their 
maslfr the devil; they cut friends, familica, and good, thriving, 
profitable trades, to put up with this one, that is both unthrifty 
and tinprofitable. They are in rcgimonls i ugly whispers about 
certain midnight games at blind-hookey, and a few odd lijirgains 
in honseflesh. are borne abroad, and Cornet Rook receives the 
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bint in the world that he had better sell ouL . Tfa^ 
in counting^'houses with a promise of partnership! 
papa is to laydown a handsome premium; but the fum pr 
Hobbs. Bobbs. & Higgory can never admit a young gentleman 
who' is a notorious gambler, is much oftener at the races Itivan 
at his desk, and has bills daily falling due at his private baniltjei^'s. ■ 
The father, that excellent old man, Sam Rook, so well known^on 
’Ohange in the war-time, discovers, at the end of five years,, that 
his son has spent rather more tlian tLc fotir thousand pounds 
intended for his partnership, and cannot, in common justice to 
his other thirteen children, give him a shilling more. A px^tty 
pass for flash young Tom Rook, with four horses in stable, a 
protemporancous Mrs. Rook, very likely, in an establishment 
near the Regent’s Park, and a bill for three hundred and sevent)'- 
five pounds coming due on the fifth of next month. 

Sometimes young Rook is destined to the bar: and I am glad 
to introduce one of these gentlemen and his history to the notice 
of the reader, lie was the son of an amiable gentleman, the 
Reverend Athanasius Rook, who took high honours at Cam¬ 
bridge in the year i: was a fellow of Trinity iii the year 2 ; and 
so continued a fellow and tutor of the College until a living fell 
vacant, on which he seized. It was only two hundred and fifty 
pounds a year; but the fact is, Athaiia.sius w'as in love. Misi 
Gregory, a pretty, demure, simple governess at Mi.ss Mickle’s 
establishment for young ladies in C.unbridge (where the reve¬ 
rend gentleman used often of late to take his tea), had caught 
the eye of the honest (-ollegc tutor : and in Trinity walks, and 
up and down the 'rrumpington Road, he walked with her (and 
another young lady, ot course), talked with her, and told his love. 

Mi.ss (Gregory had not a rap, as might be imagined ; but she 
loved Athanasius with her whole soul and strength, and was the 
most or^erl>, cheerful, tender, smiling, bustling little wife that 
ever a country piurson was blest withal. Athanasius took a 
couple of pupils at a couple of hundred guineas each, and so 
made out a snug income ; ay, and laid by for a rainy day —A 
little portion for Harriet, when she should grow up and matxy, 
and a help for Tom at College and at the bar. For you.must' 
know there were two little Kooks now growing in the Roofecry; 
and very happy were father and mother, I can tell you, to put 
meat down their tender little throats. Oh, if ever a man was 
good and happy, it was Athanasius; if ever a woman was- 
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bfipp^ and good, it was his wife: not the whole parish, not the 
^ whcle coTinty, not the whole kingdom, could produce such a 
snu^rectot^, or such a pleasant m^na^e. 

Athanasius’s fame as a scholar, too, was great; and as his 
charges were very high, and as be received but two pupils^ 
there was, of course, much anxiety among wealthy parents to 
place their children under his care. Future squires, bankers, 
ywi, lorrls and dukes, came to profit by his instructions, and 
were led by him gracefully over the “ Asse*,' bridge" into the 
sub&me regions of mathematics, or through the syntax into the 
pleasant paths of classic lore. 

In the midst of these companions, Tom Rook grew up; more 
fondled and petted, of course, than th('> ; oU‘veitT than they; 
as handsome, dashing, well-instructed a lud for his years as ever 
went to College to be a senior w'raiigk'r, and went dowm without 
any such honour. 

Fancy, then, our young gontlenian installeti at College, 
whither his father has taken him, and with fond veteran recollec¬ 
tions has surveyed h.ill anil grass-plots, and the old porter, and 
the old fountain, and the old rooms in which he used to live. 
Fancy the sobs of gtiod little Mrs. Kook, as she p.arted'with her 
boy : and the tears of sv\eLt p.ile Ilariiet, as she clung louudhis 
neck, and brought him (in .i silver p.iix:r, slobbered with many 
tears) a little crimson silk jmrse (vvitli two guineas of her own in 
it, poor thing!). P'ancy all this, and fancy young Tom, sorry 
tdo, but yet restless anil glad, panting for the new life opening 
upon him ; the freedom, the joy of the manly struggle for fame, 
which he vows he will win. 'loiii Rook, m other words, is in¬ 
stalled at Trinity f/ollego, attends lectures, reads at home, goes 
to chapel, uses winc-parlies moderately, and bids fair to be one 
of the topmost men of his yisir. 

Tom goes aowu for the Christinas vacation. (What a man 
he is grown, and how' his si.iter and mother quarrel which shall 
walk w'ith him down the village.; .and what .stories the old gentle¬ 
man lugs out with his old jwrt, and liow' he quotes ilSschylus, to 
be Aire 1) The pupils are .away too, and the three have Tom in 
quipt.” Al.as! I fear the pl.ico has grown a little too quiet for 
Tom : however, he reads very stoutly of mornihgs ; and sister 
.Harriet peeps with a great deal of wonder into huge books of 
'■ Scribbling-p.'ipcr, containing many strange diagrams, and com¬ 
plicated arrangements of ,t’s and v's. 
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May comes, and the College examinations; the 
parent receives at breakfast, on the loth of that niontbi, twd' 
letters, as follows:— - 

From ihi .Solomon Snorter to the Rev. Athanasius Rcoi.y 

»' t 

“Trinity : Majf to.'\ 

" dear Creho,*— I wish you joy. Your lad is the best man 
of his year, and I hope in four more to see him at our table. ' In 
classics he is, my dear friend, yi/r/A* princeps; in mathematica 
he was run hard {enirc nou^) by a lad of the name of Snick, a, 
Westmoreland man and a si/ar. We must keep up ThomaS to 
his mathematics, and I have no doubt >ve shall make a'fellow 
and a wrangler of him. 

“I send you his eollegt: bill, ^^105, 10s. : rather heavy, but 
this is the first teim, and that you know is expensive ; I shall be 
glad to give you a receipt for .it. liv the way, the young man is 
rather too fond of amusenurnt, and lives with a very expensive 
set. Give him a lecture on this score.----Yours, 

“Sol. Snorter." 

Next comes Mr. Tom Rook’s own letter; it is long, modest; 
we only give the piostscript;— 

“/'..S. —Dear Father, 1 forgot to say that, as I live in the 
very best set in the University (l.ord Bagwig, the Duke’s eldest 
son you know’, vows he will give n.e a living), 1 have been led 
into one or two expenses w’lnch will frigliti'ii you : I lost ^^30 to 
the Honourable Mr. Deuccace (a son of Lord Crabs) at Bagwig’s, 
the other d.iy, at dinner ; and owe ^^54 more for desserts and 
hiring horses, which 1 ('an't send into Snorter's bill.f Hiring 
horses is so deuced expensive ; next term I must have a nag of 
my own, that's po.siiive.'’ 

The Kevercnrl Athanasius read the po.stscript with much less 
gusto than the letter; however, Tom ha.', done his duty, and the 
old gentleman won't balk his plea.'sure ; so he sends him 
with .a “God bless you I" and mamma adds, in a postscript, 
that “he must always keep well with his anstCK^ratic friends,^for 
he was made only for the best society." 

A year or two pa'-ses on : 'lom comes home for the vacatio.is; 

* Tills Is most probably a joke on the Cbristian name of Mr. Rook. 

f It i.s, or was. the custom for young gentlemen at Cambridge to hgV« 
' niiliinitcd credit with tradesmen, whom the College tutors paid, and theU 
^nt the bills to the parents of the young men. 
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but '!fom has sadly changed; he lias grown haggard and pale- 
At th©^ second year's examination (owing to an unlucky illness) 
Toi# was not classed at all; and Snick, the Westmoreland man, 
has carried everything before him. 'loin drinks more after dinner 
than his father likes ; he is always riding about and dining in the 
noghbourhood, and coming home quite odd, his mother says— 
ilbhuniourcd, unsteady on his feet, and husky in bis talk. The 
Reverend Athanasius begins to grow very very grave : tliey have • 
high wc-rds, even the father an«l ‘•on ; and oh ! how Harriet and 

her mother tremble and listen at the study-door when these 

» 

disputes arc going on ! 

The last term of Tom’s undergraduitc'^hip arrives ; he is in ill 
heaUli, but he will make a mighty effoit to reiiieve liimsclf for 
hte degree; and early in the cold winter’s morning,—late, 
late at night—ho toil over his books : and the end is that, a 
raontli before the ex.imination, 'I'iioinas Kook. K.squire, has a 
brain fever, and Mrs. Kook, and Miss K*X)k, and the Reverend 
Athanasius Kook, are all lodging at the “ Hoop,” an inn in 
Cambridge town, and clay and night rcuind the couch of poor 
Tom 

O sin, W’oe, repentance 1 O touching reconciliation and burst 
of tears on the part of son and father, when one morning at the 
parsonage, after Tom's leccnery, lh<' olil gonilenian produces a 
bundle o/ receipts, and says, with a broken voice, “ 'rhere, boy, 
don't be vexed about your debts. Floys w ill Ijc Ixjys, I know, 
and I have paid all ilemands.” ICverybociy cries in the house at 
Uiis news ; the mother and daughter most iirofuscly, even Mrs, 
Stokes the old housekeeper, who shakes master’s hand, and 
actually kisses Mr, Tom. 

Well, Ibm begins to read a little for his fellowship, but in 
vain; he is beaten by Mr. Snick, the Wesimoroland man. He 
has no hopes of a living; Lord ll.igwig's promises were all 
moonshine, Tom nmstigo to the b,ir ; and his father, who has 
long left off taking pupils, must take them again, to support bis 
,son In Tvondon. 

“Nyhy tell you what happens when there? Tom lives at the 
West End of the town, and never goes near the Temple; Tom 
goes to Ascot and Epsom along with his great friends; Tom 
a long bill with Mr, Ryrnell, another long bill with Mr. 
Nvgee; he gets into the hands of the Jews--and his father 
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rushes up to Ixndon on the outside of (he coach to find Tom 
iu a spunging-house in CursHor Street—the nearer 
he has made to the Temple during his three years’ resident in 
I^ndon.' 

1 don’t like to tell you the rest of the history. Tlw ReVemsid 
Athanasius was not immortal, and he died a y<^ir after his vksII; 
to spunging-house, le.avijig his son exactly one farthing, and 
Ills wife one hundred pounds a year, with remainder to his “ 
daughter. But, Heaven bless you 1 the poor things wtstidd 
never allow U'om to want while they had plenty, and they Sold 
out and sold out the throe thousand pounds, until, at the end. 
three years, there did not remain one single sliver of them ; and 
now Miss Harriet is a governess, with sixty pounds a year, sup¬ 
porting her mother, who lives upon fifty. 

As for Tom, he is a regular /cif now—leading the life already 
described. When 1 met him last it was at Baden, where he was 
on a professional tour, with a carnage, a courier, a valet, a 
confederate, and a ca.se of pistols. He has been in live duels, 
he has killed a man who spoke lightly about his honour; 
and at French or Kngli.sli hazard, .it billiards, at w'hist, at loo, 
Aar//, blind hookey, drawing straw.s, or beg^nr-my-neighbour, 
he will cheat you—cheat you for a hundred pounds or for a 
guinea, and rnurdi-r you aftiTwaul-s if you like. 

Abroad, our friend takes niilita-y rank, and calls himself 
Captain Rook ; w hen asked of what service, he says he was 
with Don Carlos or t^ucen Christina ; .and certain it is that he 
was ab.sent for a couple of years nobody knows where: he may 
have bof'n with Gcncril I^vans. or he may have been at the 
Saintc-Peiagif in l^ari.s, as some people vow he was. 

We must wind up this paper with some remarks concerning 
poor little Pigeon, Vanity has been little Pige-on'a failing 
through life. He is a lincndraixir's son, and has been left with * 
money: and the silly fasliionable works that he has read, and 
the silly female relatives that he has —(A'./A All young men with 
money haw; 'dlly flattering she-rel.itives)---and the silly trips 
that he has made to watering-places, wlicre he has scraps 
acquaintance with the Honourable Tom Mountcoff€»hgase, 
Lord BalJyhooly, the celebralcri (ji-rman J^rince, Swello' MoS- 
skan, and their hkc (all Captain Rooks in their way)» haves been 
the min of him. 

I h.ivc not the slightest pity in the world for little Pigeon. 
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Loolt -at himj See in what absurd finery the little png' i$ 
diessed. ' Wine makes his poor little head ache, but he will 
'drinjfav because it is manly. In mortal fear be puts himself 
behind a cun'cttitig camelopard of a cab-horse; or, perched on 
the top of a prancing dromedary, is Iwrne through Rotten Row, 
wh^ he would give the world to be on his own sofa, or with his 
own piamma and sisters, over a quiet pool of commerce and a 
cup of tea. How riding docs scarify his poor little legs, and 
shake his poor little sides ! Smoking, how it does turn his little 
stomach inside out: and yet smoke he will; Swoller Mobskau 
smokes; Mountcoffeehou.'jC don’t mind a cigar; aru as for 
Ballyhooly, he will puff you a dozen in a d.iy, and says very 
truly that Ponlct won’t supply him with near .-judi good ones 
as he sells Pigeon. The fact is, that I’ontct vowed .seven years 
ago not to give his I.x>rdship a sixpence more credit ; and so 
the good-natured nobleman alway.s Iiclps himself out of Pigeon's 
box. 

On the shoulders of these aristncralic individiial.s, Mr, 
Pigeon is carried into certain clubs, or perhaps wc should say ho 
walks into them by the aid of these “legs. ’ Hut they keep him 
always to ihcmscKcs. (’.iptain Hooks must roh in companies ; 
but of cour.se, llie greater the profits, the fewer the partners 
must be. Three Are poiiively re<iaisite, Imwover, a.s every 
reader must know who h.*s played a game at whist: Niimlier 
One to be I^geon's pavtne.r, and curse his .st.irs at losing, and 
propose higher play, and “ settle” with Xiinibcr Tw'O ; Number 
Three to transact business with Pigeon, and drive him down to 
tlift City to sell out, Wc have known an instance where, after a 
very good night’s work, Xnmb*T Three has bolted \\ith the 
winiling.> altogether, but the practice is dangerous ; not only 
tUfigracefu] to the profession, but it eut.s up your own chance 
afterwards, as no one wiU act with \ou. i'hore is only one 
occasion on which such a man«*u\Tc i> allowable. Many arc 
sick of the profession, ami desirous to turn hoiu'st men : in tliis 
case, wlien you can get a good n^.vA, five thou.sand say, bolt 
Without scruple. One thing is clear, the other men* tnusf l>ft 
and you can live at Vienna comfortably on tlie interest of 
five thousand pounds. 

Well, then, in the society of these amiable confederates 
41 ttle Pigeon goes through that iitTunI ol time which is neces¬ 
sary, for the purpose of plucking him. To do this you must 
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^not, iti most cases, tug; at the feathers so as to hurt him, else he 
may be frightened, and hop away to somebody else; nor, 
generally speaking, will the feathers come oat so easily «k firsi 
as they will wlicn he is used to it, and then they drop in h^d- 
fuls. Nor need you have the least scruple in so causing the 
little creature to moult artificially: if you don't, somebodyt 
else will: ii Pigeon goes into the world fated, as Chateaubriand 
says— 

“ Pigeon, II va suhir le sort de tout pigeon.” 

He must be plucked, it is the purpose for which Nature has 
formed him : if you, i ‘aptnin Rook, do not perform the opera¬ 
tion on a green table lighted by two wa.x-candks, and with two 
packs of cards to operate with, some other Rook will: are there 
not railroads, and Spanish bonds, and bituminous comiSanies, 
and Cornish tin mines, and idd dowagers with daughters to 
marry? If you leave him, Rook of Pit chin Cane will have him 
as sure as fate: if Rook of Pirehin Lane don't hit him, Rook of 
the Stock Kxxhange will bl.ize away both barrels at him, which, 
if the poor trembling thiltorcr escapt*, he will fly over and drop 
into the rookery, where dear old .swindling Lady Rook and her 
daugliters will find him and nestle him in thc-ir bosoms, and 
in that soft place pluck him until he turns out as naked as a 
cannon-ball. * 

He not thou scrupulous, O Captain ! Seize on I'igeon ; pluck 
him gently hut Ivoldly ; but, above all, never let him go. If he 
is a stout cautious bird, of conr.^e^<^i/ must be more cautious ; if 
he is excessively silly and scared, perhaps the best way is just to 
take him round the neck at once, and strip the whole stock of 
plumage from his back. 

The feathers of the human pigeon being thus violently 
abstracted fiom him, no others supply their place: and yet I 
do not pity him. lie is now only undi*rgoing the destiny of 
pigeons, and is, I do believe, as happy in his plucked as ia 
his feathered state. Tie cannot purse out his breast, and bury 
his head, and f.m his tail, and <-trut in the sun as if he were a 
turkey-cock. Under all those fine airs and featjicrs, he was but 
what he is now, a poor little meek, silly, cowardly bird, and his 
state of pride is not a whit more natural to him than his falleil 
condition. He soon grows used to it. He is too great a cowar4 
to despair; much too mean to be frightened because be i;nusjt.. 
live by doing meanness. He is sure, if he cannot flyi to fali ' 
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soraeliovr or other on his little miserable legs: on these he hops 
about, and manages to live somewhere in his own mean way. 
'He but a small stojnaeh, and doesn’t niind what food he 
puts into it. He spunges on his relatives; or else just before 
his utter ruin hq marries and has nine children (and such a 
family always lives); li'* lurns bully most hkcly, takes to drink¬ 
ing, and beats his wife, who sui)i)on'; him, or takes to drinking 
loo; or he gi'ls a little place, a \ery liitie place: you hear he 
has some tide-M.iitcPthip, or is clerk to ‘ionic new milk company, 
or is lurking about a no\v«,I\iper, Hi- die',, and a Mib<<cr}pliori 
i? raised for the Widow Pigeon, and w<' lo«jk no mo.-i to tind 
a likcne'?s of him in his eliiUlri'n, who arc as a new race. 
Blessed are ye, little o;u-, fir yo are boin in povi-rty and may 
bear it, or suimiount it and die rich. EVat woo to tin* pigeons of 
this earth, for they aie born rich that lliey may die jioor. 

The end of Captain Ivook—for ae must bring l)Olh him and 
the paper to an end- is not nu,rc agreeable, but somewhat 
more manly and maj'-slic tlian tin- eom-lusion of Mr. Pigeon, 
If you walk oxer to the C^tn-cn's lleiieh Prison, I would lay a 
wager that a dozen such are to be found there in a moment. 
They have a kind of l.ui:if<.r tcok with them, and .stare at you 
with fierce, Iwinkiiiig, ‘Moxv foi.t-al cys ; or giiii from under 
huge giizzly mou'-iaelies, as tlvy walk up and .lowii in their 
tattered brocjirle-.. What t drcadinl actixity is that of a mad¬ 
house, or a pri-'on! - a dnsny ll'iggid courlyaid, a long dark 
room, and the inmates of it, like the imiiatc-s of the menagerie 
cages, ceu'-elessly walking np ami down ! Maryt^^ucen of Scots 
says very touchingly :— 

“ Pour nioii iii.il <''lr.ine,or 

)c lit iir..n«--.tc e,'i pLii n ; 

IM.ii-', j’< -i ,iv In'.'ii I 

Si inn duiilciir n'l fl.-ii; I " 

Up and down, up and ilo^n-- the iruvard w*>e seems to spur 
the body onxvards ; ami I think ii^ boili madhouse and prison 
you will find plenty of sprciniens of our (.'aptain Rook. It is 
fine to mark him under the pressure of this woe, and see how 
fii^ee^hc looks when stirrcrl up by the long pole of memory. 
In these asylums the Rooks end their lixes ; or, more happy, 
they die miserably in a miserable provincial town abroad, and 
for the benefit of coming Rooks tlicy commonly die early; you 
as seldom hear cf an old Rook (practising his trade) as of a 

E 



CHARACTER SKETaiES. 


I 30 

rich one. It is a short-lived trade: not merry, for the gains 
arc most precarious, and' perpetual doubt and dread are no^ 
pleasant accompaniments of a profession ;—not agreeabldtither, 
for though Captain Rook does not mind a scoundrel, no 

man likes to bo con'sicU n'd as such, and as such, he knows very 
well, does tl)o world consider (Captain Rook : not profitable, for 
the exponser of th«* trade swallow up all tlic profits of it, and 
m addition Ii*ave the bankrupt w'ith cori.iin habits that have 
become as nature to him, ami which, to live, he must gratify. 

I know no more niiscrahlt* wretch than our Rook in his autumn 
days, at disnial (‘.dais tjr Ikmlogue, or at the Etench yonder, W'itli 
a whole loa<l of diseases and w'ants, that have come to iiiin in 
the course of his jwofes'-ion : the diseases anti wants of senstiality, 
always pampered, anti now agonising for lack of its unnatural 
food ; the mind, which think now, and lias only biuer 

recollections, mortified ambitions, and unavailing scoundrolisms 
to con over ! Oh, Captaiu Rook! what nicechums " do,you 
take with you into prison ! what pleasant companions of exile 
follow you over the /^ncs f'alritr, or attend, tiie only watchers, 
round your miserable doalhlK-d ! 

f 

My son, be not a I’lgeon in thy *l>’alings with the world:— 
but it is better to be a Pigeon than a Rook. 
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P AYING a visit lh« olli(;r day to my fricrid Timoon, who, I 
need not tell the jmhhc, is editor of that famous evening 
paper, the **** (e.nd let it In- said that there is no <1.010 proiMl- 
ablo .icquaintancc than a gentU-iiian in 'rimson’s sitii.ition, in 
whose olhee, at three o'clock daily, \oii are sure to hnd new 
b'loks, lunch, maga'/ine';, and jimumerable tickets for concerts 
and plays): going, I say, into ’rinison's offict*, 1 saw on the 
table an iinincnse pajK-r cone o) liiiinel, containing a bouquet 
of sudi a size, that it might be called a bo-jqin?!, whtreiu all 
sorts of rare geiaiiitims, luscious magnolias, stately dahlias, and 
oilier floral produce wore gahcied logethcr--a regul.U’ flower¬ 
et,ick. 

'rimson was for a brief space invisible, and bvvas left alone 
Ml the room with the odours of this treiin'iidous bow-pot, which 
filled the whole of the inky, smutty, dingy apartment with an 
agreeable incense. “O tus! quamlo te aspicinni?" exclaimed 
I, out of the Latin Grammar, for imagination had carried me 
away to the country, an<l 1 was alAiul to make another e.'ccellcnt 
and useful quotation (from the i-jlh book of the Iliad, madam), 
concerning “riiddy lotuses, and crocuses, and hyacinths,” when 
all of a .sudden Timson appi'ared. 1 1 is heatl and shoulders had, 
in fact, been engulfed in the flowers, among which he might be 
compared to any Gupiil, butterfly, or bee. Ilis little face was 
screwed up into .such an expnssion of comical delight and 
triumph, tliat a Motlnxhst parson would have laughed at it in 
the midst of a funeral sermon. 

“ What are you giggling at?” said Mi. TimPon, assuming a 
high aristocratic air. 

"Has the goddess Flora made you a present of that bower, 
wrapped up in w'hitc paper ; or did it come by the vulgar hands 
^Jf yonder gorgeous footman, at whom all the little printer's 
devils are staring in the passage ^ ” 
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“ Stuff r* said Timson, picking to pieces some rare eicotic 
worth at the very least fifteenpencc; "a friend, who knows 
that Mrs. Timson and 1 arc fond of these things, has «ent lis 
a nosegay, that’s all." 

I saw how it was. “Augustus Timson," exclaimed I sternly, 
“the rirnlicoes have been with you; if that footman did not 
wear the rinilico plush, ring the ]>ell and order me out; if that 
tliree-corncred billet lying in your snuff-box has not the Pimlico 
seal to it, never ask me to dinner ag iin.” 

“ Well, if It ifticA,'' s-Ay-i Mr. Timson, who flushed as red as a 
peony, “what the harm? Lady Tunny Flummery may send 
floweris to her friends, I suppose ? 'I’ho conservatories at Pimlico 
House are famous all the world over, and llu‘Countess promised 
me a iio.segay the very last time T <Iincd theie." 

“ Was that the d.iy when sht.' g!i\e you a box of bonbons for 
your darling little Ferdinand ? ’’ 

“No. another day." 

“Or the day when she j>romise(l you her carriage for lifpsom 
Races ? " 

“No.” 

“Or the ilay wlien she hoped that her Lucy and your I^ar- 
bara-Jane might be acf]uamti:d, and sent to the latter from the 
former a new french doll ami Usa-things ?" 

“Fiddlestick!" roared out Augustus TiiU'-on, Ksrpiirc: “1 
Wish you wouldn’t come bothering here, i tell you that Lady 
Pimheo is my friend—rny fiu'ud, ni.irk you, and I will allow no 
man to abuse her in my presence; I say ag.aiii no man/" 
wherewith Mi. Timson plunged both hi.s hands violently into 
his brccchi s-poek‘IS, looked nu- in the f.tce sternly, and began 
jingling his ke}S and shillings about. 

At this juncture (it being about half-past three o’clock in the 
afternoon), a one-horse chaise drove up to the **** office (Tim- 
son li’.es at Claphain, and comes in and out in this machine)—a 
opc-horsc chaise drove up; and amidst a .scuffling and crying 
of small voices, good-humoured ^trs. T'iinson bounced into thfr 
room. 

“Here \vc .ire, deary," said she" “wc'll walk to th^ Mftry- 
weathers; ami I’ve told Sam to be* in Charles Street at twelve 
with the chaise : it wouldn't do, you know, to come out of the 
Pimlico box and have the people cry, ‘ Mrs. Timson's carria^'l’ 
for old Sam and the chaicc." 
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Timson, to this loving and voluble address of his lady, gave a 
peevish puzzled look towntds the stranger, as much as to say, 
Here.*' 

“ Iv®, Mr. Smith! and how <fo you do?—So rude—I didn’t 
see you : but the fact is, we are all in suck :i bustle ! Augustus 
has got I.ady Pimlico’s box for the ‘ l^uritani ‘ to-night, and I 
vowed I'd take the children." 

Those young persons were evidently from their costume pre¬ 
pared for some extraordinary festival. Miss Barbara-Janc, a 
young lady of six years ohl, in a pretty pink shi) and white 
muslin, her dear little poll bristling over with papers tr/ be 
removed previous to the piny; whili: Mailer I'Vn.iiiand had a 
pair of nankeens (1 can rerollecl 'I’lni^on in them in the year 
1825—a great buck), and white silk stockings, which belonged 
to his mamma. His fnll was very large and veiy clean, and he 
W'as fumbling perpetually at a pair of wlute kid gloves, whiclv 
his n^amnia fbrljadc Ijim to assume before the opera. 

And " 1.00k here ! " and “ Oh, precious ! " and " Oh, rny ! " 
were uttered by these worthy people as they scvcnilly beheld the 
vast bouquet, into which Mrs. 'liniion's ]ie.id llounced, just as 
her husbiuid’.s had dune hefurc. 

“t must have a grcenh(.nii.o at tin; Snuggery, that’s positive, 
Timson, for I’m passion.ilely fond of llowers—and how kind 
of Lady Fanny? l>o yon know her Ladyship, Mr, Smith?" 

“Ijideed, madam, 1 d<jn't remember ha’ ing ever ^poken to a 
lord or a laily in my life." 

Timson smiled in a supercilious way. Mrs. Timson exclaimed, 
“La, how o<ld ! Augustus knows over .so many. Let’s sec, 
there's the Countess of Ihinhco and L.ady Fanny Flummery; 
IjOrd Doldrum (T'iiuson touched up hi^ T’ravels, you know) ; 
Ix)rd Gasterton, Lord (iuttlcbury’s eddest .son ; l.ady Pawpaw 
(they say she ought not to be visited, though); Baron Strum— 
Strom—Sirumpf ‘ ‘ 

What the baron’s name was T hav’ never been able to learn ; 
for here Timson bur'll out witli a Hold your tongue, Bessy I " 
which stopped honest Mrs. 'liin-ou's harmless prattle altogether, 
and obUged that worthy woman to ‘‘.iv inerkly, "Well, Gus, 1 
did not think there was any harm in mentioning your acquaint¬ 
ance.’* Good soul! it was only becau.se she took pride in her 
't’imson that she loved to enumerate the great names of the per¬ 
sons wdio dkl him honour. My friend the editor was, in fact, in 
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a cruel position, lookinsj foolish before bis old acquaintance, 
stricken in that unfortunal«*. sore ix>int in his honest good- 
humoured character, '['he man adored the arislocriby, and 
had that wonderful respect for a lord which, perhaps the obser¬ 
vant reader may li.ive nanarked, especially characterises men of 
Tinison’s way of thinking. 

In old day-'- at the club (we hr.dd it in a small public-house 
near the Coburg Tlieatre, some of Ua having free admissions to 
that place of amusement, and >=01110 of its living for convenience 
in the iinnicdiato neighbourhood ot one ol £Iis Majesty's prisons 
in that (juarter) -in old days, I siy, at our spouting and tpasted- 
chcesc club, ended “The Forum,” 'I'liuson was called Bmtus 
Timson, and not Augu'^lus, in conv>cju«;nc.e of the ferocious 
republicanism which eh:uact<.‘ri>'Cd him, and his utter scorn and 
haired of .a bloated do-nothing ari'-toor.u y. His letters in The 
Weehly Senthu I, signed " 1 actor,” mu.-.i be remembered by all 
our rearlers : he .idvocrited the repial <jf tlie Corn Laws, the 
burning of machines, the rights of laboui, Ac. &c., wrote some 
pictty defimces of Kobespierre, and used serionsiy to avow, when 
at .ill in liquor, that in con'^cqncnce of tho'jC " Lictor" letters, 
Lord Castlcrcngh had tried to have him miudered, and thrown 
over Blaekfri irs Fridge. 

Jiy what means Augustus Tim';on rose to his present exalted 
position it it, needless here to state ; suflice it, that in two years 
he was couipletely bound over lurk-amMiecls to the bloodthirsty 
, aristocrats, hi-redit.iry tyrants, i\.c. One evening he was asked 
to dine with a Secretary of the 'Freasury (the **** is Minis¬ 
terial, and has been so these foity-nino years); at the house of 
that Secretary of the 'Treasury he met a lord’s son ; walking with 
Mrs, 'Fimson in the Frirk next Sunday, that Lord’s son saluted 
him. 'Fiinsoa was fioin that moment a slaw, had his coats 
made at the West Isnd, cut his wife’s relations (they are dealers 
in marine stores, and live at Wapping), and had his name put 
down at two Clubs. 

Who wa*^ the Lonl’s son ? Lord I'imlico's son, to be sure, 
the Honourable Frederick Flummery, who married Lady Fanny 
Foxy, daughter ol Pitt Castlcrcagh, second Earl of Peynard, 
Kdbriish Castle, county Kildare. The Earl had been Ambas¬ 
sador in '14 : Mr. Flummery, his attache?; he was twenty-one at 
that time, with the sweetest tuft on his chin in the world. Lady 
Fanny was only four-and-twenty, just jilted by Prince ScorOur 
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concolo, the horrid man who had rnairied Miss Solomonson with 
a plum. Fanny had nothing—Frederick had about seven thou 
sand jJbunds less. Wliat better could the young things do than 
marry? Marry they did, and in the most delicious secrecy. 
Old Reynard was. charimvl to h.tve an opportunity of breaking 
with one of his daughters for ever, .ind only longed for an 
occasion never to forgive the otliei' nine. 

A wit of the rrince's time, who inhcjited and t:an.siniited to 
his children a vast foitune of genius, was cauliouccl on liis 
marriage to Ixi very econumical. “ Kcononiieul !’’ said he , 
•• my wife has nothing, and I have noUnng : T .sui->;vk« a man 
can’t live under ifuit!" Our inuie. ting j>air, by judiciously 
employing the t^amc capit.il, mannge'd, ye.ir after >c.ar, to live 
very comfortably, until, at l.e-t, they were rceeheil into Pimlico 
House by the dowager (who h.is it for her where they live 
very magnificently, l.arly Fanny e.ives the most magnificent 
entertainment in London, ha:, the most iiiagiiilicent equipage, 
and a very fine husband; who has his cijuipago .as fine as her 
I-adyship’s; his se-iL in the ommbus, wliile Ikm' I.adyship is in 
the second tier. 'I'lii'y say he plays .i goorl de.il- .ly, and pays, 
loo, when he losc^;. 

And how, pr’ylliee? Ikr i', a l''A«‘iiio.N.MJL); 

Au I'JIORKSS. Shelias been .it tins gann I'.r filteen years; 
during which period ::he hta-' published fujty-fbe novfls, edited 
twenty-seven r.ew' luaga/inc., and I don’t know Low man> 
annuals, beside, publi.shiug poLUi’', play^, dosultoiy thoughts, 
memoirs, recollections of luivel, ami p.unpiilet--. without number. 
Going one day to church, a laily, wlnan 1 knew by her Leghorn 
bonnet and red ribbons, nnhc with, poppies and marigolds, brass 
fcrronnit^rc, great red hands, black silk gown, thick shoes, and 
black silk stockings; a lady, wlioni 1 knew’, I say, to be a 
devotional cook, made a bob to me, jii'.t as the psalm struck up. 
and offered me a shaic of her hvmn-book. It was,— 


HlfAVlCNLY CHORDS; 


Satrch ^?ttains, 

SELKCTEO, to.virostu, AM» riJirKD, DY THE 

LADY FRANCKS JULIANA FLUMMERY, 
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—Being simply a collection of heavenly chords rohbed from the 
iytes of Watts, Wesley, Brady and Tate, &c.; and of sacresd, 
strains from the rare collection of Sternhold and HolSkins, 
Oat of this, cook and 1 sang ; and it is amazing how much our 
fervour was increased by thinking that our devotions Wterc 
directed by a lady \\ hoic name was in the Red Book. 

nie thousands of pages that Lady Fanny Flummery has 
covered willi ink exceed all belief. You must have remarked, 
madam, in respect of this literary fecundity, that your amiable 
sex possesijes vastly greater captibiliiic'. than we do; and that 
while a man is painfully laboiiiing o\er a letter of two sides, 
a lady will produce a dozen pages. cTo>;>t*d, tlashed, and so 
beautifully neat and dote, as to be well-nigh invisible. The 
readiest of ready jicns has Lady I'anny : her IVgasus gallops 
over hot-pnssed satin Si.» as to distaiie',* ail gentlemen rider's; 
like Camilla, it seoiirs tlie plain -of Jiath, and never <;ecms 
punished or fatigued ; only it runs so fa-A tli.it it often leaves all 
sense behind it; and tin-re it goi's on, on, scribble, sciibble, 
scribble, never fl.'igging until it ailives at th.it fair winning-post 
on which is wiitten “J'iNJs”or, "TUi: knu,” and shows that 
the course, whether it be of novel, annual, poem, or what not, is 
complete. 

Now', the aiitlior of these pages doth not pretend to describe 
the inward thoughts, ways, and ni.inacr of b<’ing of my Lady 
Fanny, having m.ide before .that Iniiiiiliating confession, that 
lords and IiuIkjs are. personally unknf>\\n to him so that all 
rnillintTs, butchers’ ladu-., dashing young clerks, and appren¬ 
tices, or other persons who are anxious to cultivate a knowledge 
of the aristocracy, li.id better skip over tin- article altogether. 
Rut he hath heard it whisiierecl, from pielty good authority, 
that the m.-inru iS anrl customs of these men and women re¬ 
semble, in no incoii.siderahlt; degree, the Iiabils and usages of 
other men .ind women whose names arc unrecorded by Debrett. 
Granting this, and. that Lady Fanny is a woman pretty much 
like another, the pliilosophical reader will be content that wc 
rather consider her Ladyship in her public capacity, and 
examine her influence upon mankind in general. 

Her person, then, being thus put out of the way, her w'orks, 
too, need not be very carefully siftcfl ami criticised; for what 
is the use of peering into a millstone, or making calculations ' 
about the figure 0 .^ The woman has not, m fact, the slightest 
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influence upon literature for good or for evil: there ;ire a certain 
nuntbei* of fools whcfiu she. catches in her flimsy traps ; and why 
fiot? •'They are made to be humbugged, or how should we 
live? 'Lady Flummery writes everything ; that is, nothing. Her 
poetry is mere wind ; her novels, stark nought; her philosophy, 
sheer vacancy: how should ^he do .my better than .she docs? 
how could she succeed if she did do any better? If slie did 
write well, she would not be Lady riuimnery ; she would not 
be praised b> 'I’im-.on and the cjiucs, because she would be an 
honest woman, and would not bub: them. Nay, she would 
probably be writicn down by limboii and t'o , bi'-uu-e, being 
an honest woman, .she utU'rly <le-i'i"ed them and ihur craft. 

Wo have said what ''he w or the most part. IndisirUially, . 

she w'ill throw off .my n r of iiov'.-ls that Messis. Soap 

and Diddle will pay for , a l!eeti\elj, by the aid of telf and 

friends, scores of “ L^nos )\tlmes'," “ Hcanxs of lie^-iuty,” 

“Pearls of runty," .S.O. \Vl does not lecollect the success 
which her “ Pearls of tin' I’t; ige " h.iflShe is going to do 
the “ Boaulicj of the .je : ” then \ : shall have the 

“ Daughterb of the iJiisiiuen,’ some neh ther eolleetuni (.if 
porliaits. Lady Flunnneiy h score ot liternry 

gentlemen, who are bound to Inr, body and soul - gtve them 
a dinner, a snule lioin P<.u\-bo\., a w.ue of th*’ hand in 
Rouen Row, and tlwy aia hers, neck and heel'-. I'lda, inifiU, 
&c. See, my sun, with what a \ery small dose of humbug men 
are to bo bought. 1 know 11 > of these individual.s : th.ao is 

my fiiend M'Lathcr, an mnnonso pudgj man ; I saw him one 
day walking thningh Bond Street in company with an crKjimoub 
ruby breast-pin. “ Mac ' " shouted your humble servant, “ that 
is a Flummery ruby ; ’’ -and Mm hated atul cursed us ever after. 
Presently came linlc Filch, the atiial; he w.as nggeil out in an 
illuTninatcd velvet waistcoat - I umnur> again'['here's only 
one like it in town," Wiiispered 'itch to me eonfidentially, “and 
Flummery has that.” To be : ire, Fitch had given, m return, 
half-a-dozen of the prelliejt ciiawings in the w'orid. “I 
wouldn't charge for them, y* ,.now,'’ he s.iys ; “for, hang it, 
I-ady jflummcry i.-, my friend. ’ Oh, I'ltch, I'lleh ! 

Fifty more instances could be.ulduci d of her Lady-hip’s ways 
of bril>cry. She bribes the critics to prai'-e her, and the writers 
to write for her ; and the public flocks to her as it will to any 
other tradesman who is piopeily [vaffod. Out conies the book ; 
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as for its incrils, we may allow, cheerfully, that Ijady.Fhtmtncry 
lias no lack of that natural esprit which evel-y woman posses^; 
but here praise stops, l-’or the style, she does not know her 
own language ; but, in revenge, has a smattering of half-a-dozen 
othei*s- She interlartls her works with fearful quotations ,from 
the French, litklle-faddlc cxtv.icts from Italian operas, German 
phrases ficicdy mutilated, anti a scrap or two of bad Spanish; 
and upon the strength of these murtk'rs, she calls llcrself an 
authoress. 'I’o be sure there is no sin h word as authoress. If 
any young noblein.m or gentleuiati of Eton College, when called 
upon to indiiti a copy <.*t ver -'s in pr.ibe of Sappho, or the 
Countess of Dash, or Uidy Charlotte Wliat-d'yc-call-’ein, or the 
Honounililo Mrs. Somebody, sln;uld fondly imagine that ho 
might apply to tlnjso fair crc.itui-cs the title of mulrix —il pity 
that young nobTeinairs or gentUanan's cas4\ Doctor Words¬ 
worth and assi.itanti woultl swi^-Ii tliat error out of liim in a way 
that noetl not hfxe be lutmtioncti. Keineinbcr it hcnccfortli, ye 
writeressos--there i'; no such word a*; authoress. Auctor^ 
madam, the word. " Ch^tima tu projirii nominis auctor eris ; " 
which, of eouTso, nu.'ans that you arc, by your jiroper name, an 
author, not an antlioress. The line is in Ainsworth's Dictionary, 
where anybody may sec* il. 

This [ioint is bcttled tliun : there is no such word as authoress. 
But wh.at of that? Are autboressi's 10 bound by the rules of 
grammar? 'Hie supposition is fibsiird. We don't cxjiect them 
to know their own language ; we j^reic r rather the httlc graceful 
pranks and liberties they take with it. W'hen, for instance, a 
celebrated authoress, wV,o wrote a Diarc'^s, calls somebody the 
prototype of his own falbcr, we kcl aa oliligation to her T..ady- 
ship; the langu.-ige fecE an obligation ; it haj; a charm and a 
piiviicge with which it w'as never before endowed : and it is 
manifest, that if we can call ourselves ant€t}i-)es of ourgmud' 
mothers —can prophesy what we had for dinner yesterday, and 
so on, we get into a new range of thought, and discover sweset 
regions of fancy and poetry, of which the mind hath never even 
iiad a notion until now. 

It may be then considered as certain that an authoress ought 
not to know her own tongue. Literature and politics have Cliis 
privilege in common, that any ignoramus may excel in both„ 
No .apprentieesliip is reejuired, that is certain; and if any 
gentleman doubts, let us refer him to the popular works of 



THE fASHIONAfiLE AUTHORESS. 139 

the present day, where, if he find a particle of scholarship, or 
acquaintance with any Iwoks in any langnage, or if he 
fx! disunited by any aljsurd, stiff, old-fashioned notions of 
grammatical proi>ricly, we are ready to qualify our assertion. 

A friend of ourp came to us the other day in great trouble'. His 
dear little Ixjy, wlio had been for soim; month'* attache? to the 
stables of Mr. Till)«ry'.s estahliMiirient, took a fancy to the 
cordaroy breeches of some other g> ntlenian i'mj)luyf*<l in the 
same *mporjum—appropriated ilum, and afterwanh; disposed 
of them for a trifling sum tn a rcl.itioii—I believe liis uncle. 
For this harnili'ss fieak, pu<n S.mi w.is al).-.olutel\ iricd 

* at Clerkenwcll SesMijn.s, and condemiud to ;ix months' uselt^s 
'rotatory labour at the Ilouto of < 'oiriciion. “ 'I’lie pocjr f.dlow 
was bad cnougli before, sir," said h's father, conjiding in our 
philanthropy; *'he piekod up such a deal of slang among the 
stablc-lx)ys; but if \ou could he,.-!!- Imn .^-mee lu eamt' fiom the 
mill! he knocks you d(n\n with it, sir. I am afraid, sn, ol 
hi.s becoming a regular jnig: for iliough he’s a 'cute cli.ip, can 
read and wTitc, and is mighty sni irt ami li.aiidy, yi t no oni 
will take him into service, on account of that biisiiu'S'* of the 
brv'*'.*cbcs!" 

“ What, sir 1" extljiiiied we, am ed at the man’s simplicity ; 
su(h a son, and jou don’t know \ at to do walh him ! a ’culc 
who can write, who li.is bei educa.u d in a stable-yard, 
and has had .six months’ polish .1 a uiiiv(Tsity--'I mean a 
prison—and you don’t know what to do with him? Make a 
fashionahk myv*:Iist of him, and be hanged to you!” And 
proud am I to say that that young man, every evening, after 
he comes homo from his work (he has taken to .street sweejiing 
in the day, and I don’t advise him to relinquish a certainlyjf-- 
proud am 1 to say that ho devotes every evening to literary 
composition, and is coming out with a novel, in numbers, of • 
the most fashionable kind. 

This little episode is only givm lor the sake of cx’ample : par 
txtmpUi as our authoress w’ould say, who ddrght.s in French 
, of the very worst kind. TIiv. public likes only the extremes of 
society, and votes mediocrity vulg.ir. From tiie Author they 
will take nothing but Fleet Ditch ; from the Autliorcss, only the 
very finest of rose-water. 1 have read so rn.iny of lier Lady- 
sifrip's novels, that, egad! now I don't care for anything under 
St mstrquis. Why the deuce should we listen to the intrigues, 
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the misfortunes, the virtues, find convcrsfitions of a couple of 
countesses, for instance, when we can have duchesses for our 
money? What’s a baronet? pish! pish! that grt^oP coarse 
red fist in his sentdiron turns me sick! What’s a baron? a 
follow with only one more ball than a pawnbroker; and, upon 
rny conscii'nco, just as common. I^inr T,ady Flummery, in 
your next novc'l, give us no mure of those low people; nothing 
under strawberry loaves, for tlic mercy of Heaven ! Suppose, 
now, you write us 

.M.P.KkT; 

WHISPKRIVGS A'f WINDSOR. 

IJY Till'. l-Ai>Y FKANCI'S I-LfMMKKY. 

There is a subject—fashionablt* eirch's, curious revelations, 
ex'clusis'o excitement, i<c. 'I’o be suie, you here introduce 
a viscouiit, and that is sadly vulgar; but we will pass him for 
the sake of the niinisienal porfift uilh:, which i** genteel. Then 
you might do "Leopold; or, tlie Unde of Neuilly;" "The 
Victim of Wurtemberg"Olga , or, the Autocrat’s Daughter" 
(a capital title); "Henri; or, Konii: in the Nineteenth Cen¬ 
tury;'’ we can fancy the bc>ok, and a sweet paragraph about 
it in 'J'lnison’s paper. 

"Hknri, by T.:idy I'Vpiicos Flummery. - Henri! Who can 
he be? a little bird whisper-i in our ear, that the gifted and 
talented Sapjiho of o'ar hemisphere has discovered some curious 
paiTiculav', in the life of a fertain (hci'alu'.r, whose appear¬ 

ance at Rome has so frightened the (’ourt of the 'I'u-l-ries. 
Henri d«' H id ii\ is of an age when tlie yoiat^^^od can shoot his 
darts into the bosom with final accuracy ; and if the Marehesina 
degli Spinaclii (wlio'^e iiorirait our lovely authoress has .sung with 
a kinxJired hand) be as lieaiileous as she is represented (and as 
all who have visited in the exclusive circles of the ICtcrna! City 
say she i.s), no wonder at her efleet upon die iV-nec. Verbu 7 n 
sap. We hear lliat a few copies an' still remaining. The enter¬ 
prising piiblishins, Messrs. Soap «!s DkUIIo, have announced, we 
see, several other works by the same accomplished pen,’'* 

This paragravih make.? its appearance, in small type, in the 
♦***, ^jy j-)erliaps, of n disinterested recommendation 

of bear’s-grease, or sonic remarks on the extraordinary ebeap^ 
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ness of pklo in Ci)rnhill. Well, two or three days after, my 
di^ar Tinison, who has been asked to dinner, writes in his own * 
nand, find causes to be printed in the largest* type, an article to 
the following effect;— ■ 

•'HKNRI. 

*‘}^Y LAPy I. n.UMMKRV, 

“Tins is another of the graceful evergreens which the jfiir 
finger'> of Lady Fanny FlnmiiKa-y an* continually strewing upon 
our path. At once piofoiind aiul eiiustie, truthful and passion¬ 
ate, \vc arc at a lo-^o whether moi-.l to admire the iiunly gt^iudcur 
of her Ladyship’s mind, or lh(‘ rx<j'ii'-!te nyinph-like delicacy of 
it. Strange power of tancy ! Sweet enehantio's, ih.U rules, the 
mind at will: stirring up the utrno'-t depths of it into passion 
and storm, or wreathing and dimjiling us calm surf.ice with 
countless summer simUs. A‘> a great ll.ird of old Time has 
expressed It, what do wo not owe to woman ? 

** What do w'o not owe her. Muie love, more happiness, rr.ore 
calm of vexed spirit, more truthful aid. and pk'asant counsel ; in 
joy, more delieate .'^empathy ; in soirow, mou* kind ronipanion- 
.ship. Wc look into hi*r clu-ery <>\i s, and in tho'-e wells of love, 
care drowns; wo listen to her su< n \oiee, and, in that balmy 
music, banished hojw\s come winging to tlie breast again.” 

This goes on 4 br about thiee tjuaiter^ of a column • 1 don’t 
pretend to imdi rstand it: but with Oowirs, angeK, Woids- 
worth's poem^, anil the old dramatists, rjiie can never be wrong, 

I think; and ‘hough 1 have writhn the .aliove p.iragraphs 
my,sclf, and don’t imder<^t.an(l a word of them, T can’t, upon my 
conscience, help thinking that they are mighty pretty writing. 
After, then, this has gone on for about three-quarters of .1 column 
(Timson docs it in spare minut(''=. ami fits it to any book that 
Lady Fanny brings, out), he [iroeivds to parlieul iriM-, thus :— 

*'Thc griding excitement which thrills through every fibr*' of 
the soul as we peruse these passionate pages, is almost too pain¬ 
ful to Ijear. Neverth CIOS'., one drains tin draughts of poesy to 
the dregs, so dcliciou.sly into.vicatmg is iN n.itine. We <kfy any 
man who begins these volumes to quit them ere he lias perused 
each pne. The plot may be bnctly t«jld .ns thus •—Henri, an 
exiled Prince of Franconia (it is e.isy to understand the flimsy 
allegory), arrive.s at Rome, ancl is jircscntcxl to the sovereign 
Pontiff, At a feast given in his honour at-the Vatican a 
dancing-girl (the loveliest cre.ation that ever issued from poet’s 
"brain) is introduced, and exlubits some specimens of her art* 
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The young Prince 15 in slant j.m*ously smitten with the charms of 
the Siiltatrice ; lie breathes into her car the accents of his love, 
and is listened to with favour, lie has, however, a rivah<iuid a 
powerful one. 'HVo Port; has already caf,t his eye upon the 
Apulian maid, and burns with lawless passion. One of the 
graiido'it semes ever writ occurs between the rivals. The Pope 
offrr.s to <. .I’lanetta every hmiplaiion ; lie will even resign his 
crown .nul marry her but f'he n.fuscs. The Prince can make 
no such offi rs ; he cannot wed her; ‘ 'I'hc blood of Borbone,' he 
say!|, ' may not be thus misdlied.' He determines to avoid bca*. 

In despair, she tlirows herself off the 'Parpeian rock ; and the 
Pope becomes a maninc. Such i*- an outline of this tragic tale. 

"Beside this fabulous and inelaneholy part of the narrative, 
which is mibiirpassed, rmieh is wrilleu in the gay and sparkling 
style for whicli our lovely author is unrivalliul. The sketch oi 
the Marelu'f.ina di'c.h Spinachi and liet lover, ilie Duca di 
(iammom, is delicious ; arifi the intrigue betwi'cn the beautiful 
Princess Kalb'-lirau n and(’ouiu Boiiterhrodisexijuisitely | 3 amU 5 d; 
everybody, <jl <Mursc, knf»ws who these.characters are. 'Plic 
discovery of the manner in which Kartoffcln, tlie Saxon envoy, 
poison*- the Princess's di'lics, is only a graceful and r**al rcpi'li- 
lion of a story which was agitated throughout all the diplomatic 
circlfs Inst year. Schiiik* n, the Wcbtjihalian, must not be 
forgotten ; i)«>r Olla, tlic .‘^p.inish spy. How does Taidy Fanny 
Klumiiicry, poet a> .she is, jwissess a sense oi the ridiculous and 
a kceimes'', of percej)tif>n which would do honour to a Rabclaisor 
a Koclujfoiu'auld ? To those who ask liiis (jiiestion, we have one 
rcjily, and that an example .—Not among women 'tis true ; for 
t'll the l.ady Fanny came among us, woman never soared so 
liigli. Not among v/onu'ii, indeed !—hut in comixtring her to 
that great spun for wlioni our veneration is highest and holiest, 
wo offer no dishonour to his sliiine:- in saying that he ,.'ho 
wrote of Konico an«l [Jc'ilemona might have dravvn Clastanetta 
and J£nrioo, w<*- utb'r but the truthful expressions of our hearts; 
in asserting that so long as .SiiaksI’EAKC hvos, bo long will 
FfX'MMKRV endure ; in declaring that he who rules in nil heartB, 
and over all spirits and all climes, has found a congenial spirit, 
we do but justice to Lady Fanny—justice to him who sleeps 
by Avon I ” 

With whicli we had better, fierhaps, conclude. Our object 
has been, in descanting upon the I'ashionable Auth 6 ress, to 
jioinl out the intlumcc which her writing possesses over society, 
'rather than lo criticise her life. The former is quite harmless, 
and \vc don’t pietend to be- curious about the latter. Ilie 
woman herself is not so blanieablc; it is the silly people who 
Cfinge at her feet tliat do the ntischief, and, gulled tbeioselvas, . 



THE FASHIONABLE AUTHORESS. 


145 


gnU the most gullihle of publics. Think you, O Timson.'tlial 
J|ier Ladyship asks you for your hcauryeux or your wit? Fool! 
you dd think so, ,or try and think so; and yet you know she 
loves not you, but the **** newspaper. Think, little Fitch, in 
your fine waistcoat, how dt^iurly yon have paid for it! Think, 
M'Lather, l}ow many smirks, and lies, and columns of good 
thr<Sehalfpcnce-a-line matter that big garnet pin has cost you! 
The woman laughs at you, man—you, who lancy that she is 
smitten with you—laughs at your absurd ])rolcinionc, your way 
of eating fish at dinner, your great hands, yemr eyes, your 
whiskers, your coat, and your strange north-con sir) iwang. 
Down with this I-ielilah ! Avaunt, O (.'iicp*! giver of poisonous 
feeds. To your natural liaunis. ye gcrulemi'n of the press! if 
bachelors, freciuent your tavtTn‘i, and bi^ content. Reiter is 
Sally the waiter and the firsi mt of tl'ic joint, than a dinner of 
four courses and humbug thorowiih. Yc who are married, go to 
your homes ; dine not with thc^o iKTsonj. who scorn your wives. 
Go not forth to parlies, that ye may art Tom Fool for the 
amusement of my Lord and my I.ivly; but play your natural 
follies among your natural frit mis. I )o this Jbi a few years, and 
the Fubhioiuiblo Authon.ss is extinct. O fovr, what a pro«-pcct I 
She, loo, has retreated to her own natural r.dUng, being as much 
out of placti in a Iwjok as ycnj, my ilear M'Lather, in a draw¬ 
ing-room. T,pt milliners look uj> to her; let Howell & James 
swear by her; let simpering damlies caper about her car ; let 
her write poetry if she hke*., but only lor the most exclusive 
circles; lot mantua-makers ]'>uff h.er—but not men; let such 
things be, and liie Fa'hionable Authoress is no more ! Blessed 
blessed thought 1 No more luldle-f.uldlc novels! no more 
namby-pamby poetry! no more fribble "Blossoms of Loveli¬ 
ness !" Wlicn will you arrive, O happy Golden Age? 
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I T is confidonlly stated that there was once a time when the 
qunrtir of Soho was throngeti by the fashion of I--ondon. 
Many wide streets are tln rc in the neighboiiihoocl, stretching 
cheerfully towards Middh'sox Hospital m liic north, bounded 
by Dean Street in th<‘ vol, where the Lords and Ladies of 
William’s tinu; u^ed to dwell,-till in (^^neen Anne's dme, 
131 oom«:bury put Solio out of fashion, and (ireat Russell Suticl 
became the pink of the rnoile. 

Both thc^e quarti'rs of the town have submitted to the awful 
rule of Niiture, and are ni)w to lx* seen undergoing the dire 
process of decay, ha'ihion has deserted Soho, and left her in 
her gaunt lonely old age. Tin* hoii-es hase a vast, dingy, 
moiikly, dow'ager look. No more beauv, in mighty periwigs, 
ride by in gilded clalti'ring coaches • no more lacfiueys accom¬ 
pany them, hearing torches, and shoniing for prccerience. A 
solitary policeman paces thest' solitary stn'cts,—the only dandy 
in the neighbourhood. Yon Iwar the milkman yelling his milk 
with a startling elistmctncss, and the clack of a servant girl's 
pattens sets people a-stanng from the wmdow.s. 

With Bloomsbury wc b \vc here nijthing to <k); but as genteel 
stockbrokers inhabit the jx‘ighbourho(jd of Regent’s Park,—as 
lawyers have taken possc^^sion of Rusf-ell S(]uare,--so artists have 
seized upon the desolate quarter of Soho. They are to be found 
in great numlx*rs in HoriKTS Street, l/p to the present lime 
naturalists have never been able to account for this mystery qf 
their residence. What ha«; a painter to do with Middlesex Hos¬ 
pital ? ITe is to be found in Charlotte wStreot, Fitzroy Square, 
And why? Philo.'^ophy cannot tell, any more than why wili^ is 
found in a cocoa-nut. 

f-ook at Newman Street. Has earth, in any dismal corner of 
her great round face, a spot more desperately gloomy? Tho 
windows are spotted with wafers, holding up ghastly bills, that 
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tell you the house is " To Let.” Nobody walks there—not even 
an old-clothcsman; the first inhabited house hits bars to the 
windows, and’bears the name of " Ahasuerus, officer to the 
Sheriff of Middlesex ; ” and hero, above all places, mil'll painters 
take up their quarters, -- tlay by day mu.st these reckless people 
pass Ahasneriis’s treble fj.ite. There was niy poor friend 'J’om 
Tickner(whodid iho^esweet thi)j^t»‘j for “The Hook of Beauty”), 
Tom. who could not pay In’s wi^'lierwoman, lived oppo.site the 
bail’ff’s, and coultl .‘:ce evi ry miserable debtor or greasy Jew 
writ-bearer that went iri or out of his <loor. The, street begins 
with a bailiff’s, anti ends with a ho’-pilal, T w'l/uh i bow men 
live in it, and an' d' centlj cheerful, with this gloomy double- 
barrelled moral pu'.hed juTiietu.dly ivito then faces. Hcie, 
how’ever, they in li\mg, nt> tine knows why; owls may 

*till be found roostii ; in Xetley .M;l'ey, ami .t few' AraUs arc 
to be seen at the | -m miinite n Palmyra. 

The ground-fltK >f tlie hou'- where pan Jis live are mostly 
makc-believo .shojts, 1 lack empty containing fabu¬ 
lous goods. 'I’hert' i'- a .sedan chi site a luju->i‘ in Rath- 

bone Place, that I li.iK'nij'i'ir Si t y d.iy for forry-three 

years. The house has roinrnonl} , huge india-niblier-roloiircd 
door, with a couple of gh-tening briLss plate.s and l>e]ls. A 
ixiriiait painter Inc-, on the fiist floirr , a gu-nl hisiu’ical genius 
inhabits the .second. Remark the fir-t-lloor’s middle drawing¬ 
room window ; it i - four feet higjui ih.ni its two ctunpnnions, 
’and has taken a f.incy tvi pn'p mii the -.ccond-lloor fiont. So 
much for the outwmd apiK’.u.uice of tluir habu.uions, and for 
the quarters iu whuh they commonly dw'i*!!. They seem to 
love solitude, and their mighty spirits rejo astness and 

gloomy min. 

1 don't .say a word hereabout tluxse geniir-os who frequent the 
thoroughfares of the lown, and liaM! picture-frames containing 
9, little gallery of rniniatun' peers, be.iuiies, and general officers, 
in the Quadrant, tin p;iss.igcs aoout St. Martin’s I.ane, the 
Strand, and Chcapsidc. la rd Lyndliur'^t is u« be seen iu many 
of these gratis e.vhibitions - T.ord Lyndhurst 'cribbed from 
Chak>n; Lady Peel from Sir Th()ma >7 ; Miss Croker from the 
same; the Duke, from ilitto ; an original officer in the Spanish 
..Legion ; a ctfionel or so, of the BunhIll-Row Fencibles ; a lady 
: on a yellow .sofa, with four childreii in little caps and blue 
ribands. \Vc have all of ns seen tho' c pretty pictures, and 
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ofe awdre that our own features may be " done in this style.” 
Then there is the man on Ute cliain-pivr at Brighton, who pait!S 
out your likeness in slicking-plaster; there is Miss Cro^, or 
Miss Runt, wlto gives lessons in Poonab-painting, japanning, 
or mezzotinting; Miss Stump, who attends ladies' schools ivith 
large chalk heads from I>i Bum or the Cartoons; Rubb^, 
who instructs young gentlemen’s establishments in l>encU; and 
Sepio, of the Water-Colour Society, who paints before eight 



pupils daily, at a guinea an hour, keeping bis own drawings for 
himself. 

All tbe.se persons, as the most indifferent reader must see, 
equally belong to tiie tribe of Artists (the last not more than the 
first), and in an article like this should be mentioned properly. 
But litough this paper has been extended from eight pages to 
sixteen, nut a volume would suffice to do justice to the bio^ 
graphics of the persons above mentioned. Think of the superi» 
Sepio, in a light-blue satin cravat, and a light-brown coat, and 
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3 'eUow kids, tripping daintily from Clrosvenor Square to Glou* 
j cestcr Place, a small sugar-loaf boy following, who carri(>s 
his iifbrocco portfolio. Soj)io scents his handkerchief, curls his 
h;iir, and wears, on a great coarse fist, a large emerald ring that 
one of his pupils gave him. I Lc would not smoke a cigar for 
the world ; he L» always to be found at the opr^ra ; aiwi, gods ! 
’how he grins, and waggles hjs heatl about, as Lady Flummery 
nods to him from lier box. 

s to :it least six gn'at parlies in ilie season. At the 
housoii where he h’aclies, In* lv!s a faint liojx* that hr* is received 
as an oqual, .'ukI [iropitiatcs scornful footmen by : l>urd dona¬ 
tions of sovereigns. 'I‘he rogue has plenty of them. He han-n. 
stoc'-kbrokcr, and .a iiower of guinea lessons stowed away in liie 
Con.sol5. 'I'liere arc a number of yfjung ladies of g(*nius in llw 
.iristooracy, who admire liim Imgely ; he begs you to contradict 
the report abiiul Iiim aiul I^ndv Smigsniag ; every nowand then 
he gets a jirescnt of game from a marquis ; the (.'ity ladies die 
to have lessons of him ; he jiranoes about the Park on n high¬ 
bred cocktail, with laociucred boots and ciiornioiis high heels; 
ami he has a mother and si-iers somewhere—washerwomen, it 
is said, in Pimlico. 

How different i.s his fate to that of poor Rubbery, the school 
drawing-master 1 H:ghgat«‘, Ilomnlon. Ihitncy, H.tckney, 
Hornsey, 'I’urnhain Green, are his resorts; he has a .select 
seminary to attend at every one of these i»lacc3 ; and if, from all 
these nurseries of youth, lie obtains a sufficient numlxir of half- 
crowns to pay his week's bills, what a happy man is he ! 

lie lives most likely in a third floor in flowland Street, and 
has commonly five children, who have all a marvi'lloiis talent 
fo- drawing—all save one, perhaps, that is an idiot, which a 
poor sick motlier is-ever cirefullv tending. Sepio's great aim 
and battle in life is to be coii.'-Iclered one of the aristocracy; 
honest Rubbery would fiiin Ixj thought a genlh inan, too; but, 
indceil, he does not know whothi'i he* i‘ so or not. Why be n 
gentleman ?--a gentleman .Artist does not obtain the wages of 
a tailor ; Rubbery's butclur looks down upon him with a royal 
scotn ; and his wife poor gentle ;oul (a clergyman'.s daughter, 
who married him in the firm belief that her fohn would be 
knighted and make an immense fortune), - his wife, 1 say, has 
many fierce looks to suffer from Mrs. P.utcher, and many meek 
.excuses or prayem to proffer, when she cannot pay her bill,— 
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or when, worst of all, slie lias biimbly to beg for a little scrap 
of meat upon credit, against John's coming home. He has 
fivc-and>t\venty'iiiilrs to ^^alk that day, and must have s6m'«s 
thing nourishing viIh'ii he comes in—he is killing himself, poor 
fellow, s)ic knows he is; and TMi«-s Crick has promised to pay 
him his quarter’s charge on the very next Saturday. "Gentle¬ 
folks, indeed," says Mrs. liutcher; “pretty gcntlefollfs these, 
.as can’t pay for lialf .i-pound of steak 1 '* Lot us thank Heaven 
that the .Artist’s uifc ii.is her jne.it, however, - there is good in 
th.at shrill, fat, niotlU*(i-faced Mi:-,, nri'-lvcl, after all. 

'Flnnk of the labours of Ih.ai poor Rubb«Ty. He was up at 
four in the morning, and toiled till nine ujioti a huge damp icy 
lithographic stont'. - on wlneli he h.is drawn the “Star of the 
Wave,” or the “Lhieen of the 'rourney," or, “She met at 
Almack’s," for L.idy 1 lumini ry's l.'ist new v»ng. 'rhis done, 
at half-past nine, he is to be .seen ‘'tncling across Ke.nMngton 
Gardens, to w.ait upon the before-named Mi.ss Crick, .at Laniont" 
House. Trau'-port yourself in nnaginatior. to titc Misses Kittle’s 
seminary, Pot/dain Villa, UpjK-r Ilomi iton, four miles from 
Shoreditch ; and at half past two, ITolessor Lnbbery is to be 
scon .swinging along tow.iuL the gale. Sotnebofly is on the 
Icx^k-out for him : indeed it i;> his cl<lest daughter Marianne, 
who has been pacing the 'shrubbery, and pei'iing over the green 
inilings this half-hour p-i-^t. She i‘ \\ilhtli«* Mi.s.«-es Kittle on 
the “mutual .system,’* a thoiu-aiul timei more despised than the 
butchero' and ihc grocer.s’ danghler.s, who .iro educated on the 
.same terms, and whose pap.is .-ire warm men in Aldg.ate. 
Wednesday is the happk'st day of Mrni.nine's week : and this 
the happic-Sl houvof Weilnesday ! Rihold! Professor Kubbery 
wipes his hot brows and kisses the poor thing, and they go in 
togct?ier out of th(' rain, and he tells her that the twins.arc well 
out of the measles, thank God ! and lh.it ’’rum has just done the 
Antinous, in a way th.it must m.iko him sure of the Academy 
pri.ee, and that mother is better of her rhcumati.sm now. He 
has brought her a letter, in large round-hand, fioni I’olly; a 
f'trnous .«;oldier, drawn by little I’rank ; and when, after his two 
hours’ lesson, Rublx-ry is off .again, our dear M.arianne oons 
over the letter and picluro a hundred times with soft tearful 
.snylcs, and stows them away in an old writing-desk, amidst a 
more of precious Iionic relic-^, wretched trumpery scraps 
and baubles, that you and I, ni.idani, would sneer at; but that 
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in the poor chikVs eyes (and, I think, in the eyes of One who 
knows how to value widows' iiiites and humble sinners' offciings) 
are better than bank-notes and JMtt diamonds. O kind Hefiven, 
that has given these treasures to the poor ! Many and many an. 
hour does Marianne lie awake witli full eyes, and yearn for that 
wretched old lodging in ITowlatul Street, where mother'and 
brothers lie sleeping; ami, god'll what a fC'lL it is, when twice 
or thrice in the vear <h(i coim s Ijoiije ! 


I forget how many hundred millions »if mill''', ‘‘o'* I\ow <iiany 
billions of centuries, how m.iny thua^amls of decihious of angels, 
peris, houris, demons, afieets, and the like, Mahomet travelled, 
lived, and counted, during iln* time that some water was falling 
from a bucket to the grounfl; but have we not been wandering 
most egregiously away ftoni Rubbery, iluring the minute in 
which his daughter is ehangiiig hi--, .shoes, and t.aking r.ff his 
reeking macintosh, in tlv* h.ill <d rot.iflam Villa? She thinks 
him the finest aiiia that <\or cut an II. IJ., that’.s positive, 
and as a dr.iwing-ma.sie . lii lerits are wonderful ; for at the 
Misses Killies annu.d w fi^fjv.d, when the young ladies' 

dr.awings are. exlnlj.ted it. i.unrna.s and relatives (Rubbery 

attending in a cle 111 shin, with. In-, ife's kirgc brooch stuck in 
it, and drinking negus along with tl‘ \ei v bi''-t)at the annual 
festival, I ^ay, it will be foiiml iliat the M.Nly-four dr.awings 
exhibited---"'fintern .M-luy,” " Kenilworth <'astle," Jfor.se— 
from Carl Vermt,” *'f Ie.Kl - fiom West,” or what not {'^ay 
.sixtoon of e.K h Mat)- aio th'* one ex.LCtly as gi^od as the other ; 
so that, althou«.di Miss Sl.uncoe gets the pri/e, there is laally no 
rc.Tson why Miss I’linMin, who is four >t'ars old, should 
rot have it ; her di'sign being accurately strolte for stroke, tree 
for tree, curl for ear!, tlie ‘•rune as Miss Slanicix''s, \\ho is 
eighteen. 'I'lie f.ict is h.u of ilitsc diawmg.s. Rubbery, in the 
course of llio vear. 1 .i dom- iveiw .'•ingle stroke, although the 
girls and their parents nre rc.idy to t.ike tlicir artid.ivits (or, as I 
heard once a giv.it Jcrn.de grammarian .say, llicir davif) 

thcit the ilr.iw ing.ini.i tc-i has mwer been near the sketches. This 
is the way with them ; ut m.nk! -when young ladies come 
home, arc settled in hfi and iiiamin.is of families,—can they 
design so much as .a horie, or a dog. or a " moo-cow,” for Utile 
Jack who bawls out for them? Not tht'y ! Rubbery's pupils 



CHAfcACtEft SKETCHES, 


ISO 

I 

have no more notion of drawing, any more than Sepio’s of 
palming, when tlmt eminent artiit is away. 

lietween these two geuilemen, lie a whole class of tcacliers of 
drawing, who resemble them more or less. I am ashamed to 
say that kubI)tTy takes liir, pipe in the parlotir of an hotel, of 
which the largest room is devoted to the convenience of poor 
people, amateurs of IVilish gin ; whilst Sepio trips flown to the 
(^ub, and has a pint of the smallest ckaret: but of course the 
tasU;§ of men vary ; and you find them simple or presuming, 
careless or prudent, natural and vulgar, or false and atrociously 
gentf:cl, in all ranks and stations of life. 

As for the other persons incntiuiK d at the beginning of this 
discourse, viz., the cheap portraii-paintei, the i>ortrait-cutter in 
sticking-plaster, and iMiss Croho, the teaclvT of mczzolmt ,anfl 
Poonah-painting,—nothing netsl 1 h‘. saifl of them in this place, 
as we have to sp*-ak of matters mfire iniportanl. Only about 
Miss CTokf*, or about other prrjfc'^sor.s of clusip art, let the 
reader most sedulously avoid thorn. Mc/zotinto js a take-hi, 
Poonah-painting a rank, villainous drccjilion. So is “ flrocian 
art without hinish or pencils." 'I'hcse .arc only ‘^rnall mucl^nicfil 
cpntrivances, over which young ladies are ma<Ic to lose time. 
And now, having disposed of those small skirmishers who hover 
round tlte great bofly of Artists, wc are arrived in presence of 
the m^un force, that wc must begin to attack in form. In the 
*' partition of the earth," as it lias been dcscrllxid by Schiller, 
the reader will remember that the poet, finding himself at the 
end of the general set amble without a single mor.'icl of plunder, 
applied passionately to Jove, who pitied the poor fellow's con¬ 
dition, and complimented him with a sc:at in the Eiiipyrean. 
*‘'rhe strong and the cunning,'* says Jupiter, “have seized 
upon the'inheritance of the world, whilst thou wert star-gazing 
and rhyming: not one single acre remains wherewith I can 
endow thee; but, in revenge, if thou art disjjoscd to visit me 
in my own heaven, come when tlion wilt, it is always open to 
thee." 

The emming and strong have .scramliled and struggled more 
on our own little native sjxit of earth than in any other place ofl 
the world’s surface ; and the English j.x>et (wliethcr be handles 
a pen or a pencil) has little other refugf* than that windy unsub¬ 
stantial one which Jove has vouchsafed to him. Such airy 
board and lodging is, however, distasteful to many ; who prefer. 
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therefore, to give up their poetical calling, and» in a vulgar 
beef'Cating world, to feed upon and hght for vulgar beef. 

* Foif such persons (among the class of painters), it may be 
asserted that portrait-paint mg was in\'cnted. It is tlic Artist’s 
compromise with heaven ; “the light of common day," in which, 
after a certain quniuity of “travel from the Kast," the genius 
fades at last. AbbC I'kirthtilemy (who sent Le Jeunc Aniicbarsis 
travelling through fircccc in the lime of Plato, — travelling 
through ancient Greece in lace ruffles, red lieek, and a pig>tail), 

AbbC Bilrth^lemy, I say. declares that somebody vvas once 
standing against a wall in the '>un, and that soinelxvly else 
traced the outline of somebody’s shadow ; and so paiiUing was 
“invented" Angelica Kauffmaim has niacle a neat picture of 
this neat suhjo.ct; and vtTv wtll w 01 thy she was'tif handling it. 
Her painting nrii^hf 1:1 dw out of a wall and a piece of charccxil; 
and honest baithelemy might be '■.ale'lied that lie had here 
traced the true origin of the art. W'^hat a base pedigree have 
these abominabh’ t’/reck, Prench, and lligh-Dutch heathens 
invented for that which ib divini !—a wall, ye gods, to be repre- 
sentetl as the father of that whii i came down radiant from you! 
"ITie man who invented sueh a blasphemy ought to be impsilcd 
Upon broken bottles, or shot oflf pitilessly by spring-guns, nailed 
to the bricks like a dead owl or a weasel, cr tied u[)—a kind of 
vulgar Prometheus—an<l baited for over by the house-dog. 

But let not ottr indignation carry ns too far. I.ji.ck of genius 
in some, of bread in others, of jjatronage in a .shop keeping 
world, that thinks only of the useful, and is little inclined to 
study the sublime, has turned thousands of persons calling them¬ 
selves, and wishing to be, Artists, into so many common face- 
painlers, who must look out for the “ k.alon ’’ in the fat features 
of a red-gilled Alderman, or, at best, in a pretty, simpering, 
white-necked beauty from ‘ * Almack’s." The dangerous charms 
of these latter, especially, have seduced away many painters; 
and we often think that this very physical superiority which 
English kidiCvS possess, this tempting I»rilliancy of health and 
complexion, which belongs to them more than to any others, 
has asperated upon our Artists as a serious disadvantage, and 
kept them from better things. The French call such beauty 
“ beauts du Diable ;" and a devilish power it has truly; 
before our Armidas and Helens ho'v many Rinaldos and Parises 
have fallen, Who are content to forget their glorious calling, and 
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slumber away their energies in th<i laps of these soft tempters* 
O ye British enchantresses. ] never see a giHed annual tiook 
without likening it to asni.ill island near C'apc Pclorus, iiit^icily,' 
whither, by twanging of harps, singing of ravishing melodies, 
glancing of volupUious eyes, and the most beautiful fashionable 
undress in the world, the luiiglity siiens lured the passing 
seaman. Steer clear of them, jc Artists! pull, pull for your 
lives, yo crews of Sulfolk Street ami the Water-Colour Gtillery! 
slop your cm s, bury your v)C'3, tic yourselves to tlie mast, and 
away with you from the gaudy smiling '* J3ook.s of Beauty.” 
Land, ami you ate ruim cl! Look well among the flowers on 
yonder beach —it ib wbitened with the bones of painters. 

For my part, 1 never Ii.ive a imaicl under sewnly, and her 
with several '■liawls and a i,lo.ik cai. liy these means the 
imagination gets fait play, and the inoraL rfiiuiin unen- 
rlangered. 

I’crsonalitics arc odious; but h'l the liiilhh public look at 
the pictures of the cele!>rated Mr. Shalloon the nioial British 
public—«ind say whtither our giamiehildrcu (va the grandchildren 
of the c.xalted jicrsonages whom Mi. SImHoop. painL) will not 
h.a\e a (im er idea of the niaiiiici-i of ihcii gr.iiidniammas, .as 
they arc repri'scnied in the most beautiful, tloMeioiis, e.iptivating 
water-eolour dr.iwing'. that e\er weie? Heavenly powers, bow 
they simper and ogle! with what giineraeks of Ince, ribbons, 
ferronnieies, smelling bottles, pad what not, is every one of them 
overloaded. What .slioiiidee-, wh.il rmgi' Lb, what funny little 
pug-dogs do they most of them exlnbil to us I The days of 
Ijancret .''iml Watteau are lived over .igain, ami the C'ourt ladies 
of the lime of Queen Victoiia look a.-^ nmr.d a* the imniacui.ite 
countesses of the days of lajiiis (j>uin/e, '1 he last IVosident of 
the Royal Academy * is answerable for many sins, and many 
imitators • e-peci.illy for that gay, sinjp('ring, nuTeliicimis look 
W'hich liC managed to give to c\ery lady who sat to him for her 
portrait; ami I do not know a more ciitious contrast than that 
W'hich may be perceived by any one who will examine a collcc*- 
lion of his portraits by the side of some by Sir Jo.shiia Reynolds. 
They seem to have jjainted din'crenl races of pt;o[)lc ; and >yhen 
one hciirs very old geutiemen talking of the superior beauty that^ 
existed in their e;iily days {.is very old gentlemen, from Nestor 
downwards, ha\e and will), one is inclined to believe that thero 


Sir 'riiomas Law rence. 



THE ARTISTS. 


.153 


h some truth in what they say ; at least, that the men and 
women under Geprge the Third w'ere far superior to their 
desceifclauLs in the lime of George the I'ciirth. Whither has it 
fled—that calm matronly grace, or beautiful virgin innocence, 
which belonged to the happy women who sat to Sir Joshua? 
Sir Thomas’s ladies are ogling out of ihcir gilt frames, and 
asking us for admiration ; Sir Joshua’s sit quiet, in maiden 
meditation fancy free, not anxious foi appl.iuso, but sure to 
command it , a thousand times moie lovt'ly in their sedate 
s* 5 rcnitj' than Sir I'homa hidies in tlasr miles, and their satin 
ball-drcpst's. 

Blit this is not the gener.il notion, and the ladies prefer the 
manner of the modern Aiiist. Uf eoinse, such being the case, 
the paint«‘rs must follow the fashion. One could point out half- 
a-do^en Artists who, at Sir 'Ihonins's death, h.ue sfizod upon a 
shred of his soniew h.il l iwclry in.inlU'. Then* is ('arinine, for 
instance, a man of no ''.mall repute, who will stand Us th'e rc- 
presontnlive of Ins cla-^''. 

Carmine has li.-d tie u>u.d otlmalion of a painter in this 
country ; he c »n read rind write- -lh.it is, h.cj ‘-pent \ears dr,awing 
the figure—and has in.ide his lonispi tour. It may be that lie 
had original talent oin.e, but he li.is le.inied to forget this, a'i the 
great bar to his ‘^ucee"''; and mir-d iimtal*', in onlei to live. He 
is among .Xrtist.s wlni a dentist's .imong .surgeons- -a man who 
is employed to deeor.ite the human liead, and who is paid enor¬ 
mously for .so doing. You know one of <.\u mine's bcaaties at 
any ex,hibiiioTi, and .,ee the protcs.s by which they arc manu¬ 
factured. He ioiigtbens the nu-e-s, widcus the forehe.nds, ojiens 
the eyes, and gives them the propT langui.shing leer ; dlminishe.s 
the mouth, and infallilily tips Ihi; (auK of it with .a pretty smile 
•of his favourite colour. He is a pei ,on.ibIe, white-handed, bald- 
headed, middle-rged man now, with th.u grave blandness of 
look which one .set i in so in.iny pro''[)i'rijns empty-headed people. 
He has a collection of Ink- stoiic'; and t v^uit gossip alioiit Lady 
T'his, and " my particular friend, land So-and-So,’ which he 
lets off ill succession to every siiier ; indei'd, a iiio.st bland, irre- 
proaah.ible, genthananlikt' man. lie ;uvi*s rnoa p.uroni.sing 
advice to young Artists, and nuikcs .i [lonit of praising all— not 
certainly too much., Initina gcntlciiianlikc, indifferent, simpering 
, way. This should be the maxim witii pro.sperOus persons, who 
have had to make tlicir way, and wish to keep what they have 
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made. They praise cver>'body, and 'arc called good-natured 
benevolent men. Surely no benevolence is so easy; it simply 
conshts in l>ing, .'ind .smiling, and wishing everybody well.* You' 
will got to do !i) quite naturally at last, and at no expense of 
truth. At l>r'>t, when a man has feelings of his own—feelings of 
love or of ang(’r—this periK'tual grin and good humour is hard 
to maiiitain, I used to iinagine, when I first knew Carmine, 
lliat there were some particular springs in his wig (that glossy, 
oily, curly crop of chestnut h.iir) ih.u pulled up his features into 
a sniilc, ami kept the rnu''elcs so fived fijr the day. I don’t think 
so now, and sliould say he giiiuiid, even when he WMS asleep 
and his toclli were out; the •'inile dots not lie in the manufacture 
of the wig, but in the coustruet'i )n of tin- brain. Claude. Carmine 
has the organ ot Jon i-enrt' ii-iiitmn wonderfully deve¬ 

loped ; nolllint reckless d(.n I e iie-a danui-rit:vi-ness wbiolileads 
a man to disregrird all llie world, and liiuisclf into tlie bargain. 
Claude stops Ix-foie he ecwiies to hirnsi ll ; but lieyoml that indtvi 
dual Jiicndier of llie Koval Aerideinv, lias not a single sympathy 
for a single human creature. Tin; account ol hi^ fneiKl:^' deaths, 
woes, misfortunes, or good luck, he receives with equal good¬ 
nature; ho givi s three '-pleuilid riinufTs jv r annum,--Gunter, 
Dukes, l*'oilmim and M.i.on, cverytliing ; ln'dines out the other 
three hundred .ind sixly-two d.iys in ihc year, and was never 
known to give away a .shilling, or to ailvance, for one Ii.df hour, 
the forty pounds [icr quarter wage.-, that he gives to Mr. Scumble, 
who works the background*, limbr,. and iir,ipi'ries, of his por¬ 
traits. 

He is not a good pa.nter : how' should he b'* whoso painting 
as U W'cre never goes biyond a whi^-pcT, and who w'ould make 
a gcncrdl simpeiing as ho looked at an udviincing cannon¬ 
ball?—but he is not a b;ui painter, being a keen re.spcctable man 
of the w’oiM, who has a cool head, and knows what is what. In 
France, where tigerisui iisi*dto be the fashion among tlic painters, 
I make no doubt Carmine would have let his beard and wig 
grow, and looked the fiercest of the fierce ; but with us a man 
rou.st be genteel; the iicrfection of style (in WTiting and in draw¬ 
ing-rooms) being “ Je nc /•tis cn avoir Carmine of course is 
agreeably vapid. His conversation has accordingly the flavour 
and briskness of a clear, brilliant, stale bottle of .soda-water,—- 
once in five minutes or so, you see rising up to the surface a little 
bubble—a little tiny shining point of wit—it rises and explodes 
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foebly, and then dies. With regard to wit, people of fashion (as 
, we are given to understand) are satisfied with ii mere ^oup\on of 
it. (fnything more were indecorous ; a genteel stomach could 
not bear it; Carmine knows the exact proportions of the dose, 
and would not venture to administer to his sitters anything 
beyond the requisite quantity. 

There is a great tU.al nioie said here about Carmine—the 
man, than Canmiie— t!i'> Xrti^'t ; but v\liat can Ik; uriltcn about 
the latter? New ladies in white satin, new Generals in red, 
new Peers in scarlet ami ermine, ami stout members t>t Parlia¬ 
ment pointing to inkslaml.s and of letter v, with a 

Turkey-carpel berieatli ihein, a red (intain abov<* llioin, a Doric 
pillar supporting them, and a trenK.ndoU'i slorin of tliiuider and 
lightning lowering and ll.e-hing in tlie baekgromul, spring up 
every year, and take tlieir due p(<sition‘. " upon the line” in the 
Academy, and seed tlnar coTnpl' inent:» of hundreds to swell 
Carmine’s hen]) of Con-'* )l‘i. 1 f he paints 1 .ndy Flummery for the 
tenth time, in the cliaracter M the tenth Muse, what need have 
we to say nnjthing about it? 'Ike man is a goo<l workman, 
arcl w^ill nianuOiclure a di'cent article at the best jnicc ; but we 
should no more think of noticing each, than of writing'fresh 
critiques uiion ever\ new ctint llial Niigee or ytultz turned out. 
The pajjerh .-ay, in referenre it) his jtictme “ N'u. 591. ‘Full- 
length portrait of hci tlrace the UucIksss of Duldniin. C'armine, 
K.A.' Mr. Carmine never fiids ; thi work, like all others by 
the same artist, is excellent."--Or, “ No. 591, tJvc. The lovely 
Duchess of Dolilrum has reeenetl fioiu Mr. (.'armine’s pencil 
ample justice : the ikijr esnno of the iiiclurc is perfect; the 
likeness admirable; tlie ki-i'pmg and csilouring have the true 
'rUianesque gusto ; if we might hint a (ault, it has the left ear of 
the lap-dog a ' little' out of draw ing." 

Then, perhaps, comes a crIiiciMU which says: — “The 
Duchess ol DoUluiin’s jiiclure by Mr. Carmine is noiibcT belter 
noi- worse than five hundred other performances of the same 
artist. It would be very unjust to say that these portraits are 
l)ad, for they have reallv a considerable cleverness ; but to say 
that*they w»tc good, would be quite as false; nothing in our 
(■}’cs was over further from being sn. Fvery ten years Mr. 
Carmine exhibits what is called an original picture of three 
- Inches square, but beyond thi.s^ nothing original is to be found 
in him: as a lad, he copied Reynolds, then Opie, tlu:n Law- 
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rencc; then having marlt* a sort of style of his own, he has 
copied himself ever since," 5 :c, ' , 

And then the critic goes on to consider the variou!^ parts 
of Carinino’s picliiros. Tn speaking of critics, Ihcir peculiar 
relationship with jriinters ought not to be forgotten ; and as.in 
a former i3a]->er we haw seen how a fashionable authoress has 
her critic.il toadies, in like manner has the painter his enerpies 
and friends in the press ; with ihia ditTerence, probably, that 
the writer can Ix-.ir a fur quantity of abuse without wincing, 
while the artist not iinrorninonly grows rnad at such strictures, 
considers ihciu a-^ pcison.d matters ln^pirt‘d by a private feel¬ 
ing of hostility, and hate-, the critic for lite who has ventured to 
question his judgincnt in any way. W’e h.\ve said before, poor 
Academicians, for how many couspitacH's are you made to 
answer! VVe may add now poor critus, what black personrd 
unimohities arc dreoverod for jou, whni you happen (riglit or 
wrong, but according t(j yoin 1 h*^1 i<li .1^) to speak th*' truth ! 
.Say that Snooks’s pictiiiL* badly coloured,---" O heavens!" 
shrieks Snook'', " what can f ha\e d«jne to titfond this fellow?" 
Hint that sneli a liguro is badly drawn --aiirl Snooks instantly 
declares you to be his personal enemy, actuated only by envy 
and vile pique. My friend Pebbler, hiui'iclf a famous Artist, is 
of opinion that the critic ‘^hoirlrl ncr'cr abu-.e the painter’s per- 
forinanccc, bccaii-e, sa\s li<', th*. p.iinter knows much better 
than any <Mie else wh.il his '■iwu faults aie, and because you 
never do him any good. Are men rif the biusli so obstinate? 
—very likely ; but tli.: public—the public? are we not to do our 
duty by it Um? and .iid':d by our se.pi'iior knowledge and genius 
for the fine ails, point out to it the way it should go? Vc-S, 
surely ; ami as by tlie ctforts of dull or interestcfl critics many 
bad painters iiave been palmml off upon the ratii^ii as geniuses 
of the fir'-t degree ; in like manih.r, the .sagaeious and dis- 
intcre.stcfl (hki* .some we couki name) liavo endeavoured to 
provide this Bnlish nation wuth pure ijrineijfies of taste,—or, at 
least, 10 prevent them from adopting such as .vre impure. 

Carmine, to be sure, cotrue' in for very little abuse; and, 
indeed, he deserve*, but little. 1I«* is a fa.shionabltf p,iinftar, 
and preserves the golden mediocrity which is necessary for the 
fashion. Let us bid him good-bye. lie lives in a house all to 
himself, most likely,—has a foytman, sometimes a carriage; 
is apt to belong to the " Athenyeurn;and dies universally 
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rospectod: that is, not one single soul cares for him dead, as 
hp, living, did not caro for one single soul« 

Thfn, perhaps, we should mention M‘GiIp, or Blather, rising 
young men, who will Carmine’s place one of those days, 

and occupy his house in-, when the fulrjess of lime shall 

come, and {he honu: to a narrow in the HarroNV Road 

by the whole inourniiny Roy.il AeiUlciny), they shall leave their 
present lirst-floor in Newman Slreei, and step into his very 
hous.’ and shoe->. 

There is little di/ferein e between tlie jiiniot'i and the seniors : 
they grin when they an* i.ill.ing of hint tog<“ihi . .{ express 
a perfect confidenee that ili< \ t.m p.nni a lit ;amsi Carmine 
any day—as very likely they can. lint until hi) di'mise, they 
arc occupied wiih pamiiiig pfopli' . if'ut the Regeiu''. Park and 
Russell ; are vt-ry glad lo h ve the chance of .1 popular 

clergyman, or a ct>lli*t;e tutor, or a nayor o( Stoko-Pogis after 
the Reform Ihil. Such eharacler.- me commonly nic/zoiintcd 
afterwards ; and the portrait of out -u-ftiicd townsman So-and- 
So, b)r that laJi-nled artist Mr. M'tiilji, of l.ondon, i.s favourably 
noticed by thi* provincial pu's,, ;,iitl is lo fie foinul over the 
S'dt'boards of iii.'iny counliv L,eutl''im n. If they come up tci 
town, lo whom do they go? I o M‘CiiIp, lo be sure ; and thus, 
slowly, his praeliee and In*^ luiees iiicn-.i'-c. 

'rhe Acailemy sui'lt nt' is a jitrLon.ige that should not Ik: 
omitted here; he ri-'cmbles veiy nmcli, oulw.irtlly. the medical 
bludcnt, and has many of the lalt'T'.s h.'ibits and pleasures. ITe 
very often wears a bioad-bimiined hat and a line dirty crimson 
velvet waisteo.it, iub hair commonlv grows long, and he has 
braiding to his pantaloon-). Tie works leisurely at the Academy, 
he loves thcaln*s, iiards, and unf’ls, ruui h«is his Innisc-of-call 
somewhere in Un cighbourho >d of St. Mariin’.s I.anc, wheie 
he and his. brethren meet a nu-er at Royal Academicians. 
If you ask him what hue of l he j)ar-^ut*s, he answ'crs with 
a smile exci;edinglv lUpcrei ii', “Sr, 1 am ail historical 
painter meaning that he will only coiulciccnd lo lake subjects 
from Hume, or Robertson, or from the classics--which he 
knows nothing about, d'liis stage of an historical painter is 
only prep.arcitory, lasting perhaps from eighteen to five-and- 
tweiity, when the genileman'.s madnesb begins lo disappear, 
and he conu’.s to look at life stei'ily in the face, and to learn 
that man shall not live by historical painting alone. Then our 
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friend falls to portrait-painting or animal-painting, or makes 
some other such sad promise with necessity. 

He has probably a ‘mall patrimony, which defrays the flharge * 
of his studies and cheap ijleasures during his period of appren¬ 
ticeship, Hi* makes the tour to France and Italy, and 

returns from those countries witlr a multitude of spoiled can¬ 
vases, and a large pair of moustaches, with which he establishes 
himi,elf in one of the dingy streets of Soho before mentioned, 
'I'hcre IS pexn- lhp^on, a man of nukauitablc patience, and 
undying enthusiasm for hi-, profession. Ho could paper Exeter 
Hall with hi-i *-ludies fioin the life, and witli portraits in challv 
and oil of Fierieh ti///’//;-'- and Italian brigands, that kindly 
descend from their mountain-caverns, and ijuil thc^r murderous 
occupation', in order to ■’it to >oung gentlemen at Romo, at 
the rate of tenpence an lioiir. I’lp'.on returns from abroad, 
oSlablishes himself, has his eard>, printed, eaid wail.s and waits 
for commissionfor great histoneal pieturis. Meanwhile, niglil 
after night, he is to be found at his old place in the Academy, 
copying the old hfe-guardsiiun—working, working away-and 
never advancing one jol. At eigriteen, J’ipson eojiicd slatuesr 
nnd lile-guard.snu'ii to .idunratiou ; at rue-:in<!.thirty ho can 
make .admirable drawing- ol life guardsmen and .statues, Hc- 
yond this hi. never gix'S ; year after year his liistoncal picture 
IS returned to him by the envious Acailermeians, and he grow.s 
old, and his little patrimony is long since siient; and he earns 
nothing huiisclf. Uow' does he suppoit hope and life?—that 
is the wonder. No on<* knows until he tries (which (lod forbid 
he sbonki!) upon what a small matter hope and life can be 
supported. Our poor fellow li\es on from \o.ir to year in a 
miraculous way; to^'-rably chceiful in the midst of his semi- 
starvation, and wrndcrfully confident about next year, m spite 
of llie failures of the last twenty five. Let us thank God for 
imparting to us, poor weak niorials, the incsiunable blessing 
of vimitx^ How mailV half-W'itted votaries of the arts-poets, 
painters, actors, musicians --live upon tins food, and scarcely 
any other! If thi delusion were to diop from Pii>on's eyes, 
and he should see himself as lie is.- if some malevolent genius- 
were to mingle with his feeble, brain.s one fatal particle of 
common .sense,—he would ju*-l walk off Waterloo Bridge, and 
abjure poverty, incapacity, cold lodgings, unpaid baker’s bills, 

' ragged elbows, and deferred hopes, at once and for ever. 
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We do not mean to depreciate the profession of historical 
painting, but simply to warn youth against it as dangerous and 
iinprolitable- It is as if a young fellow should say, " I will be 
a Ratfoelle or a Titian,—a Milton or a Shakspeare,” and if he 
will count up how many people have lived since the world began, 
and how many there have btv'n of the Kaffai lie or Shakspeare 
sort, he can calculate to a nicety what arc the chances in his 
favour. Even successful liist<wic:il painters, what aie they?—in 
a world’y point of \iew, they ino-ily inhabit the sccond-tlcor, or 
have great desolate sUidios lu back premi'A''"., whither hfo-guards- 
man, old-clothesnion, blackamoors, nnd other " ]')rop' it; ’o ” are 
conducted, to figure at lull Icngili as Koiinn conrpnirors, Jewish 
high'priosts, or Othello= on canvas. 'Phen tlii're .11 e ga; sniait 
water-colour painters,—a flourishing and p!<‘a‘,ant trade. Then 
there arc shabby, fierce lookin.g geniuses, in ringlets, ind all 
but rags, who paint, anil whi picture:' an* never sold, and 
who vow they are the obji'ct-. r oiiie general and .sooundroily 
conspiracy. There are l.iiulsc le painters, who tr.ivel to the 
uttermost ends of the eaiili anrl jm’ heal and coM, to bring to 
the greedy Jhiti ii public\n-\v. f Cairo, CaleutLi, St. Peters¬ 
burg. 'rimbuctoo. You see 1', iish aTtist^? uiuler the .shadow 
of the T’yramid^, making sketches of the Coj^fs, [jcrched 011 the 
backs of droincdario-, accompanying a c.iravan across the desert, 
or getting inatonals for an annual m Iccl.tnd or Siberia. What 
genius and what ciieigy do not tliey all ».\lubit—these men, 
whose profl;^^io^, in this wise eounlry of ours, is scarcely con¬ 
sidered as liberal ■ 

If we reail the works of the Revoieiul Doctor Lompri6re, 
Monsieur Winekelniaun, Professor Plato, and otliers who have 
written concerning the musty old Grecians, wc siiall find that 
the Artists of those baibarous limes meddled witli all .sorts of 
trades bosidc.s their ow'n, and dabbled in fighting, philosophy, 
inetaphy.s]cs, both Scotch and (ierm.Lri, politics, music, and the 
deuce knows what. A raMbling sculptor, who used to go about 
giving lectures in those days, iSocrates by iianie, declared that 
the wisest of nun in his time were Artists. 'Phis Plato, before 
nientvmcd, w’ent through a regular course of drawing, figure 
and landscape, black-lead, chalk, with or without stump, sepia, 
water-colour, and oils. W.i:s there ever such absurdity known? 
Among these benighted lieatlicns, painters wore the most 
accomplished gentlemen,—and the most accomplished gentle- 
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men were painters: the former would make you a speech, or 
read you a dissertation on Kant, oc lead you a regiment,^wUlt 
the very best statesman, plulosopluT, or soldier in Athen*^ An6 
they bad the folly to say, that by thus busying and accomplish' 
ing iheni^jolvcs iii all manly ‘.tudiet., they were advancing 
omineatly in their own pocailiar one. What was the conse¬ 
quence? W’hy, that fellow Socrab-s not only made a miserable 
fifth-rate sculptor, but was actually hanged for treason. 

And serve him riglit. Do our young artists study anything 
beyond llu' proper w ay of culling a jicncil, or <.lra\ving a nwdel ? 
Do you h'wr f>f thou hard .it woik over bof)ks, and bothering 
their brains with inustv Ir.irning^ Not they, forsooth; wc 
understand the doetiino of division of l.ilioiir, and each man 
sticks to ihs trade. Arti'^t-) do not meddle with the pursuits of 
the rest of the world ; and, in revenge, the le^t of the world 
docs not meddle with Ailislt. I'aney.in Artist being a senior 
wrangler or a politician ; and, on the oiIkt liand, fancy n. rctil 
genticiii.in turned painter ! No, no ; ranks .are. defined. Areal 
gentleman may get money by the law, or by wearing a red coat 
.ami fighting, or a black one aiui preaching , but that he should 
soil himself to Art -forbid it, HcaNcn ! Anti do not let your 
Ladyship on reading this cry “Stuff'—Jtupid envy, rank, 
republiuuiisiTi,—an artist h a g«*ntk'tn"iii.'’ Madam, would you 
like to see your son, the llonou'able I'ltzroy Llantiigenet, a 
p.tinter? ^''olI would ihesoone- ; the esculchcon of the Sinig- 
smags would be blotted lot* eM-r, if f’lautagenet ever ventured 
to m.ake a nuTcanlile use of a blad<l(T of [Mint. 

Time was-- some hurdn'd yeais back--when writers lived in 
Grub Strei't, and pi5or raggerl Jedui^oii dirank behinrl a screen; 
in Ca\e's- parlour-- that the aulhoi's trade was conhicitred a very 
mean one, whidi a gentlcm.tn of f.imily could not take up but as 
an amateur. absurdity is pretty nearly worn out now, and 

I do humbly hope and |>ray for llio day when the other shall 
likewise disappe.ar. If ihire he any nolileman with a talent that 
way, why—why don’t we sec him among the R.A.’s? 
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Fancy, I say, such names as these figuring in the Catalogue of 
the Academy: and why should they not? ‘The real glorious 
dtiys ofube art (which wants equality and not jDatronage) will 
revive then. Patronage—a plague on the word !—••it implies 
inferiority; and in the name of all that is sensible, why is a 
respectable country gentleman, or a city attorney's la<ly, oc 
any person of any rank, however exaltevi, to “patronise'* an 
Artist ? 

There are some who sigh for the ivist times, when magnificent 
swaggering Peter Paul Ruben-s (wlio hiin-elf patronised a queen) 
rode abroad with a score of gi ntlomen in his train, and a r.noc- 
bearer to scatter duents ; and who love to think how he was 
made an linglish knight and a wSpani.->h granddi, and went of 
embassies as if he liad been a born niarrpu-.. Sweet it is to re¬ 
member, too, that Sir Antony V.indyck, K. 15 ., actually married 
out of the peerage : and Ifiat when Titian di-rjiipcd his mahlstick, 
the Emix^ror Charles V. pick* tl it up (O g<Kls ! wliat heroic self- 
devotion)—pickwl it np, sayiiifT, “ T can make fifty dukes, but 
not one Titian." Nay, was not the Pc'pe of Rome going to make 
Raffaeile a C'ardinal, —and wore not the•^e golden days? 

Let us say at once, “ No." 'I'he verv lni=r. made about certain 
painters in the sixteenth eaid sevcntcentlicenturies shows that the 
body of Artists h.id no rank or 'position in the w( >1 Id. I'hey Itung 
upon single patron*?: and eveiy man whohold-^ liis place by such 
a leriuie must feel hnnselt au inferior, more o*- Ic.i-,. 'I’hc times 
are changing now*, and a*? authors arc no longiT compelled to 
scud their works abroul under the gnardi.in‘-hip of a gre.at man 
and a .slavish deilication, painters, loo, are beginning to deal 
directly with tlie pul ilic. Who are th<‘ great picturc-buyiTS now ? 
—the engravers and their employers, tlic people,—“the only 
source of legitimate power,” as they .say after dinner, A fig then 
for Cardinal’s hats ! Were Mr. O’C'onnell in power to-morrow, 
let US hope he would not give one, not even :i paltry bishopric f// 
fartihus^ to the best painter in the Acmlomy. What nfx'd have 
they of honours out of the profi'^sion ? Why are they to be 
be-knighted like a parcid of aUlerm'en ? ffjr my part, I soloimily 
declare, that I will take nothing under a. peerage, after the 
OKhtbition of my great picture, and dorf t sec, if painters muit 
have titles conferred upon them for eminent services, why the 
Marquis of hfalready or the Earl of Landseer should not sit in 
the House as well as any law or soldier lord. 


F 
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The'truth to be elicited from this little digressive dissertation 
is this painful onci—that young Artists arc not generally as well 
instracted as they s«h<*uld l>e ; and let the Royal Acad^y lock 
to it, and give some sound courses of lectiires to their pupils on 
literature and history, as well as on anatomy, or light and 
shade. 
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THE PROFESSOR, 

A r\Ll! or SKNTIMKNT. 

“ Why, llifH, iho Woik!\ niiae oyslei.” 

cinnTR I. 

I HAVE ri'iiiarki't! ili.it, .tinong t'lhiT oinamcnl.'s and 
curiositieb, llackiiLy I'oiU.nns inun* litlii,-'/ ‘.rhools tlun are 
. to be found in almost any olhei villagt-, or mdrccl city, in 
Europe. In every f;rix'n rustic kmc, to i;v(‘ry tall old fatliioncd 
house there is an iion ij.itc, an i iisij^n of biuo and i;old, and a 
large brass pl.ilc, prockurniiuj Oi.'it a ladn's’ .seinm.iry is cslab* 
lished upon the pu-inisi's. On one of these plates is written— 
(or rdllior was,- -for tlie pailn tic occui s ence wliieh I have to relate , 
took place m.iny years ago) on one of thebe i)laic.s, 1 say, was 
engraven the lollov.mg iii-.tnpti'ju; - 

'• HOLGARTA IIOUSK, 

Seminary foi Nnniii; LhIil-. from Ihiie to twenty, 

Jiv I in Mism's Piixa:. 

(f’K-:is« W'tpc your shoes.)” 

The Misses Pidge look a imuted number of young ladies (as 
limited, in fact, or as large as the public chose), and instructed 
them in those branches of (‘legaiil .lud u.soful learning which 
make the Bntibli femah' •'O .‘-uivnor to all other she*. The 
youugfir ones learned the principles of b.tck-stitoh, cio-s-stitch, 
bob-btitch, Doctor Watts’s Hymns, and ‘Mn my Cottage near 
a Wood.’' The elder piipiK diverged at once from stitching 
and samplers: they played like 'I hallierg. and pirouetted like 
Taglioni; they learned geography, g‘‘ology, mythology, enlo- 
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mology, modern history, and simple equations (Miss Z. Pidge); 
they obtained a comijlelc knowledge of the French, Gertnai^ 
and Italian tongues, not including English, taught Miss 
V’idge; Poonah painting and tan\bour (Miss E. Pidge); Brice's 
questions and elocution (Miss F. Pidge); and, to crown all, 
dancing and gymnastics (which had a very flourishing look in the 
I’idgc prospectus, and were printed in German text), DANCIWG 
and GVMNAs rics, wc say, by Prolc-ssor Dandolo. The names 
of other professor^ and assistants followed in modcster type. 

Although theisignor’s name was decidedly foreign, so English 
was his appearance, and so entirely did he disguise his accent, 
that it was iinpo'-silile to tell ot what place he was a native, if 
not of London, ami of the vciy heart of it; for he had caught 
completely the peculiarities whuh distinguish the so-called 
cockney part of the ('ity, and obliterated Ins //'s and doubled his 
7 /s as if he liad bi'cn for all his life in ih<* neighbourhood of Bow 
bells. Signor Dandolo was a stout gc nlleineut of five foci nine, 
Avilh ania/.ing e.\pan.-e of mouth, chest, and whiskers, which 
latter were, of a red hue. 

T e.innot tell how ihi's individual first received an introduction 
to the academy of tlie Misses Pulge, and established himself 
iliere. Rumours say that Miss Zela Pidge at a Hackney ball 
fir.st met him, and thus the intimacy arose ; but, .since the cir¬ 
cumstances look place wJiich 1 . am abejt to relate, that young 
lady declares that s/ic was not tlu‘ person who brouglit him to 
P»ulgarr.i I louse,—nothing but th*- infatuation and entreaties of 
Mrs. Alderman Grampus could ever lia\e induced her to receive 
him. The reader will gad^^r from this, that Dandolo’s after- 
conduct at Miss Pidge’s was not .sati^faetory, nor was it; and 
may every mistress o*" such an C'-lablishmont remember that con¬ 
fidence can be sometimes nii.splaeecl; that friendship is frequently 
but anolhcT nar.ic for villainy. 

But to ou'- .story. The stalwart and active Dandolo delighted 
for some lime the young latlics at Miss Pidge’s by the agility 
which' he displayed in the dance, as well as the strength and' 
manliness ol his form, as exhibited in the new' amusement which 
he taught. In a very short time, Miss Bmx, a stout yousg lady 
of .seventeen, wdio had never until his appearance walked half a 
mile without puffing like an apoplectic Lord Mayor, could dance 
the caehuca, sw'arni up a pole witli the agility of a cat, and hold 
out a chair for three minutes without winking. Miss Jacobs 
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could very nea»‘ly climl;) through a ladder (Jacob's ladder, he 

g rofanclv called it); and Miss Bole ring such changes upon 
le dunTOibells as might have Ijcen heard at Kdmonton, if the 
bcUs tould have spoken. But the most promising pupil ot 
Professor Dandolo, as indeotl the fairest young creature in the 
establishment of Bulgaria lloubv, ^^as Miss .Addiza Grampus, 
daughter of the alderman whose name we ha\c nicnliont’d. 
The prhlc of her mother, the idol of lier opulent fatlier, Adeliza 
Grmnptis was in her nineteenth je^r. Kje,'. Inivo often been 
dpcrilxid ; but it would rotiuiro bluer ink than onis to depict 
the orbs of Adeliza. The snow when il hist falls in ('heripc-Mt. 
is not whiter th.an hci neck, -when it h.ij been for some days 
upon the ground, trampleil by du■^l•lne:l and jarvics, trodden 
down by sweeps and geiitloinen, going to biiMiies-,, not blacker 
than lier h.iir. Slim a- the monnment c»n Fish Strei-i Hill, her 
form was slender and i.ill : Imt it is i,t;edless to recapitulate her 
charms, and ditfieult ind**Li 11- > i lesenl )i ■ them. 1 ^et the reader think 
of his first love, and fanev Adeli/a, TXmdolo, \\ ho was employed 
to instnict her, saw h.T, an<l fiincied !u r as many a fdlow' 
of his inriammalile If.inpciMinent would haie done in his place. 

There are few '-itn itiun.s in liJc \\h cii f .n b.-so imi^ioved by 
an enterprising iniinl .is th.it of a dan. m;', in.i n i, — I iiu'an in a 
tender or amatoiv pitint ol mc’.v. 1 he dancing m.a^-ur has over 
the b.ack, the hands t!ic led .uni siiouldt.!^ of hio pupils an 
absolute cormnand , and, bi mg by natnii, endowed with .so 
inurh authority, can spi cihly 'I'ltMLl his w.ay hum the limbs to 
the r«;st of the Ixidy, and to the initul inclu-ivi*. “ 7Vfi a liltlt' 
in. re out^ MiiS Aiiciiz.x" ciies l.^-, with the t'-ndcrist air in the 
world; “back a litllr more sliMi-Jit,’’ .ind In- gL‘ntl\ sei/e.s het 
hand, he iaise.s it consul.i.ibly abi>\c ilie l-wcl of her car, he 
places liie tips of his Icft-hind iingci', gontly upon the young 
lady's spine, and in this seducing atii'ude gazes tciwleily into her 
eyes! I siy that no wmiian at any .i';e c.ui stand this attitude 
and this look, especially wlun dirtoi from such eyes as t’nose 
of Dandolo. On the two fust occn-ion.s when the adventurer 
attempted thi.s audacious maiiceiiMf, his victim blualied only, 
and tjcmbled; on the third, shi' ilioppcd h«'V full iwehds and 
turnwl ghastly pale. “A glass ol water,” cned Adeliza, “or I 
faint,” The dancing-master hastened, o.igerly away to procure 
..the desired beverage, and, as he put it to her lips, whispered 
Ihrfllingly in her ctir, “ Thine, thine for ever, Adeliza 1" 
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Miss Grampus sank back in ihe‘ arms of Miss Binsc, but 
not before her raptured lover saw her eyes lurniMg'^t'award,s 
the ceiling, and her clammy lips whispering the nam^ of 
'‘Dandolo.'’ '■ 

When M.-rdanic Schroe<lcr, in the opera of •" Fidclio," cHes, 
“ Nichls, iuchi>, lucin h’lorestan," it is as nothing compared to 
the t^'iuliTness with which Miss (Iranipus uttered that soft name. 

" D.indolo ! ” would she repeat to her confidante, Miss Binx.; 
" the name wat. beautiful and glorious in the oiden days ; five 
hundred years since, a myriad ot voices shouteil it in Venicii 
when one who l)f>re it came lorwaid to wed the sea—the doge’s 
bride i the blue Adriatic ! the ])Ounill(“>s and eternal main 1 "ITje 
frighteiiccrrurU Mirank palsied at the sound , it was louder than 
the loudest of the cannon, or the stormy screaming of the tem¬ 
pest ! DandoJt)! IJow many bi<'i\e liearls beat to hear that 
name! how many bright swords liaslied loiih at that resistless 
war cry ! Oh, Hinx ! ” would Adeli-ia continue, fondly pressing 
the aim of that umng lady, " is u not pa-'ing strange that one 
of that nugli^y dneal race should ha\e lived to this day, andlived 
to love vu:f Jiiit I, liio,” Aileli/a would add archly, "am, as 
you know, a daughter of the S(’a." 

'Fhe fact was, that the father of Miss Adch'ita Grampus was a 
shell-fishmonger, which indured the young lady to describe her¬ 
self as a daughter of Oewau tihe received her romantic name 
from her motlie'-, after reading Miss Swii><*'.>'s celebrated novel of 
•' 'J'oby of W.irsaw ; " and had been fi‘<l fioin her youth upwards 
with so much Riinilar literary v.aie, tliat her little mind had 
gone distracK'd. Her father had sent lier from home sit fifteen, 
because she h.ul fallen iu lo\e with the young man who opened 
natives in the shop, and had ^owed to slay licrrelf with the 
oyster-knife, at >iiss I’idgc's her sentiment had not deserted 
her ; she knmv all Miss Laiidou by heart, had a lock of Mr. 
Thomas Moc»re's hair or wig, ami reatl more novels and iKictiy 
than ever And thus the rcd-liaired dancing-master Ijecaine in 
her eyes a ^V’l^uietian nobleman, with wliom it was her pride and 
pleasure to fall ai love. 

Being a parlour-boarder at Miss Pidgo’s seminary (a privilege 
wliioh’was acquired by paying five annual guineas extra), Miss 
^irampus wras ponnitted certain liberties which were not accorded 
to '.cliolars of the ordinary description. She and Miss Blnx 
occasionally strolled into the village by themselves ; Ifiey visited 
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the library unattended ; they went upon little messages for the 
Misses Pidge ; they walked to church alone, either before or 
Ihfter tlA long rovwj, of young virgins who streamed out on every 
Sabbath day from ’between the filigree iron railings of Bulgaria 
House. It is my painful duty to slate, that on several of these 
exclusive walks they \\cro fi)llo\\cd, or met, by the insidious and 
attentive teacher of gynuiasiics. 

Soon Miss Binx would lag bchinri, and—Mihail I own it?— 
W’ould make up for the lost bixariy of hi-r female frieild by the 
^mpany ol a man, a friend ot the professor, inysteriouo and 
agi'ccable as himself. May the inistie oi all the estaMi‘'h>n<‘^iL.'> 
for young ]adie.s in this kingdom, or tiueendoin ratner, j[K*rus.c 
this, and rcllcct how' dangeious it is for young kulics of any 
age—ay, oven ior parlour hoankr.s-- to go out alone! In the 
prcsA'nt instincc Mr-s C'lr.jmpus enjoyed a more than ordinary 
3 il?t;rly, it is true : wlan the ekkr I'ldge would remonstrate, 
Miss Zela would anxjously yield k> her request ; and why'?—the 
reason may be gallleieil fiom the following conversation which 
passed between tli>- intatuiied giil .ind Die wily mitUre-de-dome. 

“How, Roderick,''would Adeli/.a say, “how, in tlie days of 
our first ac<iuiiiiitanee, <Ii(l it elianco that you always addressed 
youriclf to that odiou. Zi l.i Pidge, and never deigned to breathe 
a syllable to me i " 

“ My lips dadn’t '->peak to you. Acidly ” (for to such a pitch of 
familiarity Imd they amved), '■ but my hoyes did." 

Adeliza was not astom-^hed by the peculiarity of his pronuncia¬ 
tion, for, to say truth, it w'a-. that commouly adojitcd in her 
native home and eiiclc. “ And mine," said she tenderly, 
“they followed when yours were not tixed uixm them, for then 
I dared not look u]iward.^. And tlioiigh .dl on account of Miss 
Pidgi* you could not hear the accents of my voice, you might 
have heard the beatings of rny heart 1" 

“I did, I did," gaspv'd Kodcuek ; “ 1 'card them haudibly. 
I never spoke to you then, for 1 k-ared to waken that foul liend 
sispicion. Iwi-^hed t-j henter your .scminaiy, to be continually 
near you, to make you love me ; tluTefore 1 wooed the easy and 
foolish Miss Pidge, therefore I ttjok iqK>n me the disguise of— 
ha! ha !—of a dancing-master." (And the young man's counte¬ 
nance assumed a grim and dcmoniae smile.) “ Yes ; I degraded 
my name and my birthright-1 wore these ignoble trappings, 
and all for the love of thee, iny Adeli/a!" Here Signor 

F 3 
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Dcindolo would have knelt down, but tho road was muddy; 
and, his trousers Ijcing of nankeen, his gallant purpose was 
frustrated. - 

But the story must out, for the conversation al>ove narrated 
lias betrayed to the intelligent reader a considerable part of it. 
Tile fact is, as wc have said, that Miss Zcla Pidge. dancing at 
the Hackney assembly, was Introduced to this man; that he 
had no profession —no means even of subsistence ; that hs saw 
enough of this lady to be aware tliat he could make her useful 
to his purpose ; and ho who had been, we Iwlicve it in our co%*' 
science, no better than a travelling mountebank or harlequitl; 
appeared at Ilnlgaria House, in the chanicter of a professor of 
gymnastics. 'I’he governess, in the fir'll instance, entertained 
for him just such a ptnchcint as the jmpil afterwards felt: the 
latter discovered the vNcakness of her mistress, and hence arose 
Miss Pidge's indulgence, and Miss (irainpiLs’.s fatal passion. 

** Mysterious being!" continued Adeli/a, n^suming the con¬ 
versation which hius been broki-n l»y tlie above explanatory 
hints, “how did T learn to love thee? Who art thou?—what 
dirti fate has brought ihee hither in this lowly guise to win the 
heart.of Adeliza? ” 

'* Madeliza,” cried he, " you sav well; / am not whaf I seem, 

I cannot tell thee what I am ; a tale of horror, of crime, forbids 
the dreadful confession ! Hut <lark as I am, and wrctchijd, nay, 
wicked and desp<Tate, I love thee, Hadeliza—love thee with 
the raptuious devotion of purer days—the tenderness, of happier 
times ! I am sad now, and fallen, lady ; suffice it tlut I once 
was happy, ay, respectable." 

Adeliza’s cheek grew deadly pale, her step faltered, and she 
would have fallen to die ground, had she not been restrained by 
the strong arm of her lover. *'I know not," said she, as she 
clung timidly tvj his neck— 

1 know not, I liaslc not, if in that art, 

I know that I love ihce, wlj.itcvrr thou h.-ut.” 

GtU in my heart," said Dandolo, “gilt in the heart of 
Roderick? No, never! " and lur drew her towards him, (ind on 
her bonnet, her veil, her gloves, nay, on her very cliecks, he im¬ 
printed a thousand maddening kisses. “ But say, my sweet one," 
continued he, “ who art tAou f I know you as yet only by 
your lovely baptismal name, and your other name of Grampus.'* 
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Adcllza lo6kcd down and blushed. My parents are lowly," 
ghe said^ 

“ But how, then, came you at such a seminary?" said bo; 
"twenty pound a quarter, extras and washing not includo<3." 

"They are humble, but wealthy." 

•* Ha! who is your father ? ” 

"An alderman of yon metropolis," 

An alderman ! and what is his profession ?" 

"I bl'ish to tel!: he is— r7« cysft'rmi''N}yr." 
jl"AN OYSTERMONGKR’! " screamed Rodorick, in the 
largest capitaK “Hal ha! ha! iliis' is loo nuic’i'!" ri*»d he 
dropped Adeliza's h.tnd, and nevn* .«ipoko to her during Oie rest 
of her walk. Tht‘y moved moodily on for some lime, Mis*, liinx 
the other young man marching astonished in the rear. At 
length they came within sight of the seminary. “ Here is 
Bulgaria House," cried th«' maiden steadily; “ Roderick, wc 
must part! " The effort was too much for Ikt ; she flung li(?r 3 rlf 
hysterically into his arms. 

But, oh horror I a scream \va<? licar<l from Binx, wiio wa. 


seen scuttling at double-quick lime fow.irds the sclioollioii«:e. 
Her young marih.'id bolted eotnjilrU'ly ; and clo'^e at the skR' of 
the lovely, though impnideiil couple, stooil thcangry—and justly 
nngry—MIsa ZeU Pidge ! 

“Oh, Ferdinand,” said fbe, “ is it thus you deceive nu'? Hid 
I bring you to Bulgaria House for this?—did I give you nionoy 
to buy clothes foi this, th.u you should go by false n.inu’'., and 
make love to that saucy, slanunorkin, sentimental Mi=s Grampus? 
Ferdinand, Ferdinand," cried .she, " i, this true^ can I credit my 
eyes ? " 

••D—your eyes!” said th«! Signor angrily, as he darted 
at her a withering look, and retired down the street. His curses 
might be heard long after he bad p.i'"'etl. He never appeared 
more at Bulgaria House, for he received his dismissal the next day. 

That night all the front windows of the Miss Pidgts’ seminary 
were smashed to .shivers. 


#•••«• •• 

On the following Thursday fti/tf.placcs were taken in the coach 
to town. On the back seat sat the usher; on the front, the 
wasted and miserable Adeliza Grampus, 
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CHAPTER rr. 

But ilii^ tli'l not end liere. MibS Grampus’s departui^ 

elicited from l)cr n <libdosuro of several circumstances which', we 
mil'll say, in no degree increased the reputation of Miss Zela 
Pidge. T'he discoveries which she ni,\dc were so awkward, the 
tale of crime and licentiousness revealed by her so deeply ih- 
jnrious to the character of the (‘stablishn^nt, that the pupils 
emigrated from it in score''. Miss Ihnx retired to her friends|it 
Wandsworth. Miss Jacobs to her relations in Houndsditch, and 
other young ladies, not mentioned in this history, to other and 
more moral seliotjls ; so that absolutely, at the end of a sin_glc 
half-year, such had been the scandal of the story, the Misses 
Pidge w'ore left with only 1n\o |iupils Miss L)ibble, the articled 
young lady, and Miss Bole, the grocoi’s daughter, who came in 
exchange for lea, candles, an<l oilier rcquisit(*s .supplied to the 
e.stablishmont by her father. 

“T knew It! I laicw ill" cried /ela passionately, as she 
tnxl tile cehoing and melanthoiy ;•>' hoolroom ; "he told me that 
none ever prospi'rcd who loved liim -tliat every flower was 
bligl)te<l upon wliich he ‘‘hone ! Ferdinami ! Ferdinand, you 
have caubcd ruin there !" (pointing to the cMiiiity cupboards and 
forms; "but what is that to the blacker min here?" and the 
poor creature slappt'd her he.art, and the big tears rolled down 
her chin, and -so into her tuckc’-. 

A very very few weeks after this, fh<; plate on Bulgaria House 
was removed for ever 'Dial nuin^'ion is now designated 
"Moscow Hall, by Mr. Swi'-htail and assistants:”—the 
bankrupt and fugitive Misses I’idgii have fled, Heaven knows 
whither! for the steamers to lioulogne cost more than five 
shilling'^ in those days. 

Alderman Gminpus, as may be imagined, did not receive his 
daughter with any extraordinary degree of courtesy. " He was 
as grumpy,” Mrs. (J. rcmtirkcfl, " on the occasion as a sow with 
the measles." But had he not reason ? A lovely daughter who 
had neglected her education, forgolttai lier niorids for thc,,second 
time, and fallen almost a prey to villains ! Miss Grampus for 
some months w’as kept in close confinement, nor ever suffered to 
stir, except occasionally to Bunliill Row for air, and to church 
for devotion. Still, though she knew him to be false,~tbough 
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she knew that under a different, perhaps a prettier name, he had 
o|fcred t|^ same vows to another- -she 'could not but think of 
Roderick. 

‘'Y'ti'OX professor (as well—loo well—he maybe called!) knew 
too well ^ber father’s name and reputation to ixpcrience any 
difficulty in finding his abode. It was, as every City man knows, 
in Cheapsidc; and thither Damlolo const.mlly bent his slep.s ; 
but though hcmardied uncc.i.'.ingly ;>Ik>uI tin* inaii'-ion, he never 
(mystericusly) would pass it. He u.itched Aiieli/a wallnng, he 
followed her to church ; and m.iny and many a time as she 
jostled out at the gate of th<* AiliMerv-crounJ or t’.-,- hi.itlle- 
fianked portal at Row, a lender hand would m«'et hers, an active 
foot would press upon hers, a bii!(‘t disereelly delivered was as 
Udroilly seized, to hide in the lecesscs of her poekei-handkerehicf 
or to nestle lu the fr.Tgrance of lii r bosom I Love ' T.ONe ! how 
ingenious thou art I^lhou canU inakea l.uldcr of a silken thread, 
or a weapon of a straw , llmii peerest like sunlight into a 
dungc‘on ; thou scalesi, like fuilorn Jiope, a cai,tle wall; the 
keep IS taken I -the foenian li.is lied ! -the baiuv-r ot love floats 
triumphantly over the (.orjj'.es of ihi* .sl.im ! * 

Thus, though dcnie<l the coiiifoit <»f personal intercourse, 
Adelixri and her lover niaint.iin'd a fietiiK'ni and tenili-r lone- 
spondenco. Nine tunes at le.ist m a week, ,‘^he, by bribiiu; her 
niaid-servant, managed to touvey let lei >5 to the professoi, to 
wliich he at rarer mter\ali5, though with eqii.d warmth, replied. 

"AVhy,” .said the young Iruly in the coursr of this corre- 
Sfondence, “why when I < a-;! my e\cs upon my Roderick, do I 
see him so wofully changed in outward guise? He we.irs not 
the d^e^s which formerly adorned him. K he poor?--is he in 
di>giiisc?—do dibis oppr< ss Jiim, or traitors track him for his 
blood? Oh that my arms might -.hielcl him ' Oh that my 
purse might aid liim!' It is the loiide'^l w ish of 

i. 

**P,S ,—Aware of jour fondness for shell-fidi, Su<an will 
leave a barrel of oysters at the Swan with i'wo Necks, dnected 
to you, as per dcsiie. “ Ad Ci. 

P.S. —^Are you partial to kippered salmon? The gill brings 


* Wc cannot cxpl.iin this last passaj;*:; but it is 'o beautiful that the 
reader will pjnlon the omission of seiiNe, which the author certainly 
Could have put in if he liked. 
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three pounds of it wrapped in a silhcn handkerchief. 'Tis 
marked with the hair of " AdklUA. 

‘ 

P.S. —I bn?ak open niy note to hay that you will find in it 3, 
small pot of an^'Oiovy paste : may it prove acceptable. Hcrgha I 
1 would that I eould accompany it, “A. G.” 

Ir may be iina«;ini;cl, from the text of this note, that Adclim 
iiad pioliu-d not a lutle by the perusal of Miss Swipes’s novels; 
and it aKo jpves a pretty cliTir notion of the condition of her 
lovtT. When that "cntleman was a professor at Bulgaria 
IIoiuc, hii coslnine had ^t^lct!y acconlcd with his pretensions. 
Tie wore a black (Jernian coat loaded with frogs and silk trim¬ 
ming, a wlm-; broad biirnnicd be^ivcr, ht'Shian*^. and nankeen 
tights. Ill', eosluim; at pre-.ent wa*. lingulaily changed for the 
worse; a rough brown fiocJi-coal dangled down to the calves 
of hi^ br.iv.ny legs, where likewise end'll a pair of greasy 
shephcrd'i-pLiId uousii.-. ; a dubious red waistcoat, a blue or 
bird’s-e}e n«-ckcrchief, and bluchers (or half-boot'.), remarkable 
tor thickness and for mud, completed his attire. But he looked 
superior to lie. fortune ; he wore his grey hat ve.ry much on one 
ear ; he ince’"aiiily fugged at hii smoky shut col’ar, and walked 
Jingling the Jiallp'inee (when lie had any) in his pocket. He 
\va>. in fact, no bettor tli.in an ndveiiUirer, and the innocci7t 
Adeliza w.as his pn'y. 

'I'liougli the profc'.sor read the f’ji.st part of this letter with 
hope and pf-.M'.an*, it maybe -.up’^osed that the three postscript:, 
wore -"till moie welcome to him- -m fact, lie literally did what is 
fCiften done m novels, /le di'voincd them ; and Atieliza, on receiv¬ 
ing a note troni liim thi. next day, after she had eagerly broken 
tilt* seal,.and witli panting bo'^otn and flashing eye "lanced over 
the contents--Adeiiza, we say, was not altogether pleased when 
.she read the following - 

" Vour goodnoi's, dearest, pns'-es belief; but never did poor 
fellow need it niorc tlian your miserable faithful Roderick. 
Vos! I ant jjoot -1 am tracked by hell-bounds—I am changed 
in ’ooks, and ilress, and happiness—in a'l but love for ihee ! 

“Hear my tale! I conic of a noble Italian family — the 
noblest, ay, in Venice. Wo were tree once, and rich, and 
happy : but the Prus'-ian autograph has planted his banner on 
<iur Lowers—the talents of Ins haughty heaglc have seized our 
weallh, and consigned mo^t of oiir race to dungeons. I am not 
a. prisoner, only an exil.j. A mother, a bed-ridden grandmother. 
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and five darling Sisters escaped with me from Venice, and now 
share my poverty and my home. But I have wrestled with 
•niisforUlne in vain ; I liavc struggled with wint, till want has 
overcome me, Adeliza, I want bkkad ! 

'"I’he kippered salmon was very good, the anchovies admir¬ 
able. But, oh my love I how thirsty they make tliose who have 
no means of slaking thirst. My poor grandmother lies delirious 
in her bed, and cries in \ain for drink. Alas! our watcr.is cut 
dff; I have none to give Iut. 'I'hc oy-ters was capital. Bless 
thee, bless thcc ! an^cl of bounty ! H.ive you any more .sich, 
and a few 'nimps? Aly si .ters me rvn' fond of them. 

• '‘ Half-a-crown would oblige. But iboii art too gootl tome 
already, and 1 blush toa-k thee foi nion-. Adieu, 

“ The wretched but faithful 

“ RODKKJI'Jv Fr.KDINAND 

“( 3 Sth C.'ount oi Dandolo). 

“ Bfll Yaru : /ifnr - 


A shade of dissatisfaction, we say, clouded Adcli/a’s fair 
features as she peru.-i-d this note ; and yxt there was nothing in it 
which the lendtrest lowr might not write. But the shrimps, 
the half-crown, the hoirid pietuvi; <S ‘{jiuhd pfwcity presented 
by the t'ount, siekened hi r \inmg lie.irt; the inn,ale delicacy of 
the woman re\oited .it tin* thought ol ail tiii-s rnhery. 

But belter thouglito stKceede<l. Ivr br(‘.l■^t heaved us she re-ad 
.and re-read the Miugal.ir [ja'^.ig*: concf'tn-ng the Prussian 
autograph, who had planii'd I)j> .sl.iiid.iK! ;U Wiiice. “ I knew 
it! ” .*'he cried, •' 1 kji< w it he is fif nobl*; r.ice 1 O Roderick, 
1 will perish, but 1 will ln‘i|. thee > ’’ 

Ala.s! she wa^ not well enough .acquainted with hisloiy’ to 
perceive that the I’ru'^.sian .iiitogiapli had nothing to do with 
Venice, and h.iil forgotti-n altogeilier that she herself had coined 
the story which tlii'j ad\entuier leturned to her. 

But a dithcuUv presented it'.elf to Adeh/a’s mind. Her lover 
asked for moncj'- wliere was ^he to limi it '• 'Ihe next day the 
till of the shop was cniiU/. and .i weeping apprciitice dragged 
before the r,oid M.ayor. It is true that no signs of the money 
were found ufxjn him ; it is true th.it lie ]iToleslcd his innocence ; 
but he was di.smisscd the aUlonu in’s .‘^ciMce, and passed a month 
at Brtdew'eil because Adcliza Gminpus had .x ncetly lover. 


“ Dearest,” she wrote, “ will three and-tweniy and sevenpence 
suffice? 'lis all 1 liavc ; take it, and with it the fondest wishes 
of your Adeli.ru. 
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*' A sudden thought I Our apprentice is dismissod. My 
father dines abroad; 1 5-h.ill be in the retail establishment aU 
the night, " A. Q.” < 

No sooner had the jjrofossor received this note than his m^d 
was made ujj. “I will see her," he said; “I will enter tl^t 
accursed shop.” He did, and fo kic yuin. 

That night Mr'>. Grampns and Ium- daughter took possession 
of the bar or counter, in tin; place which Adchza called Ulc 
retail establishment, and which is I’omnionly di'iiominated the 
shop. Mrs. (Irarnpui. hciself operated with the oyster-knife, 
and served the Milton morsels the customers. Age had not* 
diminished her skill, nor had wealth rendered her too proud to 
resume at need a profcs‘*ion winch she had followed in early 
days. Adcli/a flew gracefully to and fi > with the rolls, the 
vinegar-bottle with perforated cork, and the httio of butter. 
A little boy ran backwards .in«l forwarcK to the “ l?lue Lion” 
over the way, for the pots of porti r. or fortiie brandy-and-water, 
which some gentlemen take after the play. 

Midnight arrived. Mi^s Grampus was looking through the 
window, and contrasting the gleaming gas which shone; ufion 
the ruby lobsters with the calm moon which lightened up the 
I’ouUity, and threw a halo round the koyal Isxchange. She 
was lost in maiden meditation, when her eye fell upon a pane 
of glass in her owm window: semeezed against this, flat and 
white, was the nos<' of a man ! --that man w'as Roderick Dan- 
dolol He ioemed to be gazing at the lobsters more intensely 
than fit Adeliza ; he had his liands m his pockets, and was 
whistling “Jim Crow."* 

l^Iiss Grampus feU sick with jov : she staggered to the counter 
■ and almost fainti'd. The profo'^snr concluded his melody, and' 
entered at once, into the shop. 1 h; pretended to have no know¬ 
ledge of Miss Grampus, but itborded tlie two ladies with easy 
elegance and irresistible good-humour. 

“Good evening, ma'am,’* .said he, bowing profoundly to the 
elder “What a precious hot evening/a bo sure!—hot, 

ma’am, and hungry, as they say. 1 could not re.sist'them 
lobster-?, ’specially when I .sawr the Indy b<;hind 'em.’’ 

* I know this is nn anachrotasm ; but I only mean that he wad per¬ 
forming one of the fxipular melodies of the lime.—M. A. T. 
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At this gallant speech Mrs. Grampus blushed, or looked as if 
she would blush, and said— 

• “ Lallr, sir!'* 

“Iaw, indeed, ma'am.’' playfully continued the professor: 
** you're 9 ^ precious deal better than law -- you’re divinity, 
ma'am ; and this, I pusume, is your sister ? 

He pointed to Adoliza as ho sijoke, who, pale and mute, 
stood fainting against a heap of ginger beer botlU'j;. 'I'hi:: old 
lady wis quite won by this ‘^tale comph'inent. 

My daughter, sir," she said. " Addly, lay n cloth for the 
gentleman. Do you take lu-y^ters, sii, hor lobsters? Holh 
very fine.” 

“Why, ma'am.” said lie, “to say truth, I have cuinc forty' 
miles .since dinner, .and don't care if 1 lia\«‘ a little of both. I'll 
begin, if you please, with that ilieic (I .fird blc.-is its ol.iws, they’re 
as red as your lips ') and ue’ll astoni-li a few of the ni!ti\e.s after¬ 
wards, l>y your lea\e.‘‘ 

Mrs. ,Grampus was delighted with tin; manners and the 
appetite of the straiiPer. Slii* [.PKn-dod forthwith to bhect the 
lobster, while the piolc'sor, in a manner, his cane over 

his houldor, and a i,hi.i‘iful wliist'u ujioii liis li|v;, enlerefl the 
little, parlimr, :in»l tf'nk j»ossi',ann nf a box .ind a talde 

Ha was no soonei '''■atc*l than, ftom a scnlfle, a giggle, and a 
smack, Mrs. Gr.iiiipu, was iiuliued to su''f)et,t tliai .something 
went wrong in the ov u r-rooin. 

“ Hadeliza! ” ciied she: atui lh.it young woman returned 
blushing now like a ro'e, who h.id been as p.il»' before as a hly, 

Mrs. O. herself iciok in the lob^h-'r, bidding het daughter 
sternly to st.iy in the f hoji. She ajiproaclied the stranger with 
an angry air, and laid (he hibster belbie him. 

“ For .shame, su- \ ” f.aid slie sf,b-innly ; luu ,aU (d a sudden she 
began to giggle like her fiaughlei, and her speech ended with 
an **Have done wi/.e f" 


"We were not behind the curtain, and cannot of course s«ty 
what took place ; but it i-* evidmit that the pioh's-^or was a 
general lover of the s^-x. 

Mrs. Grampus returned to the sliop, rubbing her bps with her 
fat arms, and restorcfl to perfect gocKl-Inimour. 'f'hc little 
errand-boy wa.s di'.'spntehcd o\er the w.iy for a bottle ol Guinticss 
. and a glass of brnndy-antl water. 

“ Hot with !" shouted a manly voice from the eating-room, 
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and Adelize was pained to think that In her pn^ence her lover 
could eat so well. 

He ate indeed as if he had .never eaten before; hefii is the 
bill as written by Mis. (hampus herself. 


“ Two lobsters at 35 . 6 d. 
Salit . . « . 

a jJottils Doubling Stoit 
II Doz. natifs . 

14 Puds nf Rott<*r 
4 Glasses IL & VV. . 
Rredd (love h) 
Hrakitch of tuinler . 


*'To Samuel Grampus, 

the ^fcrmaiil hi Clicapside. 


£ j. d, 

7 o 

^ 3 
2 4 

7 4 
I 2 

4 o 
I a 
t 6 

5 9 


" Shdl-li'ih in all vaiieiies. As/?.--A great saving in taking a 
quantity." 

“ A • fiving in fakinj:: a tjuaniity," raid the stranger archly. 
“ Why, nitTani, you ought to let me off very clu'ap and the 
proftrssor, llic pot-boy, ^Vdellza, and her mamma, grinned 
eciiialiy at this pleasantr}'. 

“ However, never mind the pay, missis." continued he ; '*\vc* 
an’t a-going to quarrel about that, llacld another glass of 
brandy and water to the bill, and hr mg it me, when it shall be 
as I am now." 

“ I.aw, sir, ’ simpered Mrs. tirampu^, '• liow’s that?" 

“ Reseated^ m.a'ain, to i;e sure," replied he, as h<) s.ank back 
upon tile tabic. The old lady \\eni l.ingbing away, pleased with 
iicr merry .ind fiiceticas cu.slOiner; the li 1 tie biiy picked up the 
oystcr-shcip, of which a mighty pyramid was formed at the 
professor’s feet. 

" Hero Sa.iiiny," cried out f-hril! Mr^ (J ram pus from the shop, 
"go over to the ‘ Blue Lion ’ and get the gentleman his glass : 
but no, you are better where \oii are ijiekin’ up them shelib, 
Go vou, Hudeiiza ; U is but across the way." 

Adcliza went with a very bad grace ; she had hoped to ex- 
chiingc at least a few words with him her soul adored ; anti her 
motlier’s jealousy prev»;nlpd the completion of her wish. 

She li.'id scarcely gone when Mi. (Irani pur. cnttiTed from his 
diimer-i>arty. But, though fond of pleasure, he was CHLiually 
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fiiithful to businc(;s: wiiliout a word he- hung up his bniss< 
buttoucd coat, put on his hairy cup, and stuck his sleeves 
throu^ii his apron. 

As Mrs. Grampus was tying it (an office which this faithful 
lady regularly performed), he asked her what business had 
occurred during his absenc*;. 

Not so bad,” said sin?; “two pound ten to-night, besides 
one pound eight to receive,” and she handed Mi. Giatnpus the 
bill. 

“ How many are iliere on 'em ? ” said that gentleman, smiling, 
as his eye gladly glanrt d over the iKini?) of the account. 

Why, lliat's the be^t of ail. how many do you think?" 

"If foul did It," said Mr. Grampu«, "they wouldn't have 
done badly neither.” 

" What d(< you think of o//c /*” cried Mrs. fi., laughing, “and 
he an't clone yet. Ilad-Iy is gone to fetch him another glass of 
brandy and w.iter,” 

Mr. Gramf'us looked very much alarmed. " Only one, and 
you say he an’t i>.iid? ” 

" No,” said the lady. 

Mr. flrainpus ;sei-iod the 1 ill, and rushed wildly into the 
dining-room ; the little boy was picking ii[) the oyster-shells 
^tJ11, there were 10 inaiiy of lliern ; the pvofi'-^sor was seated on 
the table, laughing .is if diunk, and picking his tectli with his 
fork. 

Grampus, shaking in every joint, held out the bill : a liorrid 
thought crossed him ; he had seen that face, before ! 

The proft’s or kickcil .snceriiigly Into the air the idle piece of 
pajicr, .ind swung l.u legs roeklessly to and fro. 

‘‘ What a Hat you p.h-,” slicMitid he, ni a voice of thunder, "to 
think I'm a-goin’ to [).iy ! I’.iy ! 1 never ji.ny—I 'm DanuoI " 

The people in tlic other braces erowdc'd forward to see the cele¬ 
brated stranger ; the hllle boy grinned as he dropped two hun¬ 
dred and fovly-f(nir ovsti r-.^hi IK, and Mr. Grampus rushed 
madly into his front shi^p, shiu-king lor a watchman. 

As he mn, he '■.tumbled over sonieihing on the lloor—a wcjnian 
an4 n gl:i.‘'S of brandy and water lay there extended, lake Tar- 
qiiinia reversed, Islijali Granijais wa.^ trampling over the lifeless 
bi^dy of Adeliz i. 

Why enlarge u|Hin the nii'^rral.ile ilanit,? The confiding girl, 
in returning with the grog from the " lilue Lion," liad .arrived 
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at tlie shop only in time to hcnr the f^lal name of Dando. She 
saw him tipsy and tviuniiihaut, bt;slriding the festal tab]^. and 
yelling with horrid laughter! "I'hc truth flashed upon her—she 
fell! 

Lost to wotklly can s in contemplating the sorrows of their 
idolised child, her parents forgot nil else beside. Mrs. Gi held 
the vincgar-cruet to her nostrils ; her hwsbnncl brought the 
soda-water fountahi to [May upon her ; u restored her to life, but 
not to sense. When .\«k'haa t h .mqnis ro'>c from that trance she 
was a MANiAf ! 

Ikit what becamt: of the tki t-h-jr ■* I he gormandising ruffian, 
tlw lying renegade, the fiend In human ' hape, cscafXid in the 
midst of tliis scene ot desolatKin. lie walked unconcerned 
through the shop, his hat cocked on oin' side a-' bt'fore, swagger- 
. mg as l)eforc, whistling i\.-> before ; far in the moonlight night 
you sw his figure ; long, long m the nighl -iloncc r.mg his 
demoniac melody of " Jim t‘row *' ! 

W^hcii Samuel the boy cle.nned mit the .shop in the morning, 
and made the inventmy of the gno'!-, a siher fen-k, a plated 
ditto, a dish, and a pew ter-pot were found to be w'anting. 
Ingenuity will not be long m guc'^sing tlu* n.ime of f/jc fkief. 

Gontlgs, my tale is told. Jf it may have deterred one soul 
from vice, my end is fully answered . if it ni.iy have taught to 
schooI-mistress.,s c.ircfulnes';, to j'upils cii\um«ipeeii<Mi, to youth 
the folly of .skkly seminicnt, the pain of bitter deception pto 
manhood the ciime, the met-’inic'^s of gluttony, the vice which it 
occasions, and the wicked passions it fo<sters ; if tln'se, or any of 
these, have been taiigln by the aliovctalc, the writer .-.eeks for no 
Other reward. 

Noth. —Plc.U'O send the pr<jcee'ls re(|ie'Sted per lettcTr; the. 

bearer being directed not to give up the inanuocrijit without. 
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F Ok some time after the f.iuil accident which deprived her of 
her hushand, liUudicaul wa'^, a- inav be i»na 2 ;ined/ 
in a state of piofinind i;ricf. 

There w'rtb not a w idow in .ill tlie counity who went to siieh 
an expense for bln-k l'oi)ib.iiiccn. Site h.id her be.aiitiful hair 
confined in crimped c-aps, and her wee^vrs c.inir ovt'r her clbow'S. 
Of cour.-e sIk' saw no (.om[jany eAceiU her sLdor Anne (whose 
company w.IS rinjihini.! bnt pUasaiit to lhe\\i<k>w); us for her 
brothers, dteir odnnts mess tuble manners had always Itcen dis- 
agreeubU: to her. \V! mI ihd she c.ire for joke.', about the major, 
or scaiulal concenimg Ihe Seoteh .surgeon of the regiment? II 
they drank then wine out of bkiek boltli oi erystal, what did it 
matter to her? 'I'ln ir Mori's of the slaiih' tin* p.irade, and the 
In^t run with the Ijoimd-*, vstte jx'rfeelly odi<jii. to her; besides, 
.^hc could not bear tlieir impertinent luustuchios and filthy habit 
of smoking cigars. 

They were* alwiiy;, wild \ulg.av young men at the best; but 
now, oh ! their presenc' her dtlicate soul w'as horror ! IIow' 
could she bear lo look on them after wliat had '-recurred? She 
thought of the best of Inisbuinls ruthlessly cut down by their 
cruel he.a\y ca\alry sabres ; the kind friend, the generous land¬ 
lord, the Spotless jusliee <if pe ice', in whose family differences 
these rude eornot.s of dr.igoons h.id d.ired to interfere, whose 
venerable blue huii, they had dragg'-d down with sorrow lo the 
grave! 

She put up a UK>''t 'plendid monument to her departed lord 
over the family vault of the IMudreards. The rector. Doctor 
Sly, who had been Mr. Hluebeard'.s tutor at college, wrote an 
epitaph in the most pompous yet pathetic Latin:—"Siste. 
viator! moerciis conjux, heu I quanto minus cst cum reliquib 
versari quam tui nieiniriissc ; ” m .i wonl, cveiything that is 
usually said m opit.aphs. A bust of the departed saint, with 
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Virtue mourning over it, stood over the epitaph, surrounded by 
medallions of his wives, and c.ne of these medallions yet ^ 

no name in it, nor (the epitaph said) could the widow ever be 
consoled until her own name was inscrilx^d there. “ For tKdn’I 
shall lie with liini. In coelo quies,” she would .say, tlirovving up 
her fine cye^s to Iteaven, and quoting the enormous words of thei 
hatchment which was i)ut up in the church and over BUiebcarcrs* 
Hall, where the butler, the housekeeper, the footman, the house¬ 
maid, and scullions, wi-re all in the iirofoinide.st mourning. The 
keept'r W'cnl out to shoot birds in a crape band ; nay, tlic very 
scarecrows in the orchard and fi-uit-giu'deri were ordered to be 
dressed in black. 

Sister Anne was the only per '^on whf) refused to wear black. 
Mrs. Bluebeard would have parted with her, but she had no 
other female n:lative. Her father, it may l)e remembered by 
readers of the former part of her Memoir.s, had ni.T-rried again ; 
and the mother-in-law and Mrs. Tlluclji’ard, as usual, hated each 
other furiously. Mrs. Shacabac had come to the* Hall on a visit 
of condolence ; but the widow was so nule to her on iho second 
day of the visit that the stepmotbi:r quittc il the house in a fury. 
As for the Bluebeards, of course thty hated the widow. Had 
not Mr. Bluebeard settled every shilling upon her? and, having 
no children by his former marriage, her proiierty, as I leave you 
to fancy, was pretty handsome. So sister Anne was the only 
female relative whom Mrs. BluclicanT would keep near her, and, 
as we all know', a woman must have a female relative under 
any circumstances of pain, or pleasure, or profit—when .she 
is married, or when she is i:i a delicate situation. But let us 
continue our story. 

“ 1 will never w'ear mourning for that odious w'retch, si'ster I ” 
AnneVould cry. 

"I will troul:le >’ou, Miss Anno, not to use such words in my 
presence regarding the Ijest of husbands, or to quit the room at 
once! ” the widow would answoi. 

" I'm sure it's no great pleasure to sit in it I wonder you 
don't make use of the closet, sister, where the other Mrs. Blue¬ 
beards are." 

“ Impertinence 1 they were all embalmed by Monsieur Gannal. 
How dare you repeat the monstrous calumnies regarding the best 
of men ? Take down the family Bible and read what my blessed 
saint says of his wives—read it written in his own hand:— 
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FrUtiy^ June 2a—Married rny beloved wife, Anna Maria 
Scrogfinsia. 

• *'^sihirday. August 1 .—A bereaved husband has scarcely 
atrerigth to write down in this chronicle that the dearest of wives, 
Anna Maria Scfoggiiisia, i*xpircd this day of sore throat. ’ 

“ There 1 can anything be more convincing than that ? Rfiflti 
again 

* Timd%jy, Siept. 1 .—This day I loti tothf! hymeneal altar my 
soul's ulossing, I.ouis .1 Manilla Hoijkiiisoii. May this angel 
supply tile place of her 1 ha\c li^st! 

^ ’Wednesday, Ortober —Oh, heavens! pity thf' '’’iatriclion 
.of a wretch who is obliged lu leconl the ruin of his dearest hopes 
and affections! 'riiis day my adored 1 aniisa Matilda Hopkinson 
gave up the ghost I A complaint of the hi‘ad and shoulders was 
tne sudden cause of the event winch has rondcivd the unhappy 
subscriber the nio«jt miserahk* of men. " ‘ lin’i-nMAUu.* 

" Every one of the w'onion are calendared in this delightful, 
this pathetic, this truly \iituous ami tender way; and can you 
.suppose that a man w’.io wrote such sentiments could be a 
murderer^ miss ? " 

“ l^o you mean to say that he di<l not lill ihirii, then?” said 
Anne. 

“Gracious goociucss, Anne, kill tlicm ! they died all as natu¬ 
rally as 1 hope you will. My bli'ssed husband was an angel of 
goodness nml kindness to them. Was u his fault that the 
doctors could not cure their maladies? No, that it wasn't! and 
when they died tlie inconsolable hiLsband had their bodies 
embalmed, in order that on this side of the gr.ivc he might never 
part from them.” 

“.\nd why did he take you up in the tower, pray? and why 
did you send me in such a hurry to the leads? and why did he 
sharpen his long knife, and roar out to yon to comjs down ?" 

“ Merely to punish me for my curiosity—the dear, gix)d, kind, 
excellent creature ! ” sobbed the widow, overpowered with affee* 
donate recollections of lier lord's attentions to her. 

“I wish,” said sister Annr* sulkily, “that 1 had not been in 
such»a hurry In summoning rny brothers." 

“ Ahl” screamed Mrs. Bluebeard, with a harrowing scream, 
“don't—don't recall that horrid fatal day, miss I If you had 
not misled your brothers, my poor dear darling Blucbt'ard would 
Still be in life, still—siilf the soul's joy of his bereaved Fatima I'* 
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Whether it I'm that all wives adore husbands when the latter 
are, no more, or whether it is that Fatima’s version of ^he story 
is really the correct oic, and that the common impression a^inst 
Bluebeard is an txlious prejudice, and tliat he no more murdered 
his Nvives than you and I have, remains yet to be proved, and 
indeed does not mucli matter for the understaiiding of the rest 
of Mrs. iL's adventures. Ami though people will say that 
DUiehcard's settlemont of his whole fortune on his wife, in event 
of survivorship, was a rm^ro act of ab-iurd mystification, seeing 
that he was fully flctcriuiii«;d to cut her head off after tlie honey¬ 
moon, yet the bo's! test of his real intentions is the profound grief 
which the \vidow niamfcstcd for his death, and the fact that he 
left her mighty well-to-rlo in the world. 

U any one woie to leave yrni or me a fortune, iny dear friend, 
would we too anvious to rake up the how and the why? 
Pooli! pooh ! we would t.ike it and make no bones about it, and 
Mrs. Bluebeard did likewise. Her husband’', family, it is line, 
argued tlie jjoint with her, and Miid, " Madam, you nmst j)er» 
cei\e that Mr, Bluebeard never intended the foitune for you, as 
it was his fixed intention to chop off your iiead ! it is clear that 
lie meant to leave his rnom-y to liis blood relatimis, lliereforc you 
ought in 'jf]uUy to hand it over." But she sent them all off 
with .1 fif-a in their ears, as llio saying i", and said, ''Your 
argument may be a very good line, but I will, if you please, 
keep the mmioy." And shoonler.-d the mourning as we have 
bcfoic slu^w'n, and imlulged in grief, and ev.dtcd everywhere the 
character of the deceased. If any one would but leave me a 
fortune, what a funeral and wluit a ch.iracK'r I would give him ! 

Bluelx^ard Hall is situated, .is we all very well know, in a 
remote couni ry district, and although a fine residonci*. is remark¬ 
ably gloom) and lonely. To the widow’s susceptible mind, 
after the deatli <>f her darling husband, the place liccame in- 
tolerable. 'I'lie walk, the lawn, the founlain, the green glades 
of park over which frisked the dappled deer, all—all recalled 
the memory of her beloved. It was but yesterday that, as they 
roamed through the park in the e.^lni .suininor evening, her 
Bluebi:ard pointed out to the keeper the fat buck he was to kiU. 
“ Ah ! *’ said the widow, w'ith tears in her line eyes, ** the artless 
stag was '‘hot down, the haunch was cut and roasted, the jelly 
had been piepared from the currant-bushes in the garden that 
he loved, but my Bluebeard never ale of the venison I Look, 
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Anna, sweet, pass we the old oak ball; 'tis hung with trophies 
^won him in the chase, with pictures of the- noble race ojf 
Bluebeard I Look ! by the fireplace there is the gig-whip, his 
riding-whip, the spud with which you know he used to dig the 
weeds out of the terrace-walk ; in that dniwor are his spurs, his 
whistle, his visiting-cards, with his dear dear name engraven. 
,«pon llieni ! There are the bits of .string that he used to cut off 
the parcels and kce^ ' luse string wa.s always us*-fu]! his 
button hook, mid theie is he pi‘g on which he U'.fd to hang liis 

Uncontrollable ernotiore'., bursts of pasJonatc -.vouid 

follow these tender reinii isoenees of the widiAV ; ami the long 
and short of the matter was that she was detc rnmit'd to gi''e up 
Bluebeard Hall and live ebewhere ; hej lovi- for tin* memory of 
the deceased, she .-aid, rciidered tlie place loo wreteh«‘d 

Of course an env ais and sneoiing w<)rld ‘aid that ahe w'As 
tired of the couniiy ind wanted t marry again ; but she little 
heeded it? taunts, ; id Anne, wl lialed her st<‘pmoiljcr and 
could not live at lio io, was lam t accompany her ‘i ter to the 
town where the J ihiel ard, have Iia for many \ eai s a very large, 
genteel, o)d-fa.0none hou-v. So ie wi.mt to the lown-liouse, 
where they lived .md i<’ity imu h .is u-iial; and 

though Anne ol'U ii t!ue. •<! to leave her, ;o to b/).:rding- 

house, of winch tinre w ’ileiiu m ihe . vet after all, to 

live with her ‘-laer, .uk duve out in the e.ariage with the foot- 
iiiun and cuaehir..m in momning, anil the lo/enge on iho pcincls, 
with the Bhicbe.'ud and Shaeabae aim;, qnailered on il, was far 
nore respectable, and .o the lovelv .sisters coiiiinued to dw’cll 
together. 

For .T. Indy under Alt;'., lilnebe.i cl's circumstances, the town- 
housc hail other md peculiar a<i..mlages. Be.sides being an 
exceedingly si'aciDiis and dism.il aiek building, willi a dismal 
'iron railing in front, and long d: m.al thin windows with little, 
panes of glass, it looked out into tlie churchy.ard where, time 
out of mind, between two yew trei one of which is cut into the 
former a peacock, while, the other ropre-jents a dunib-waiter—it 
looked into the churchyard where the monument of the late Blue¬ 
beard was placed, ovei the family \auit. U w.'ls the first thing 
the widow .saw from hei hi dioom window in the morning, and 
'twas sweet to watch at niglii from the parlour the pallid. 



ig6 ' 


TALES- 


moonMgbt lighting up the bust of the departed, and Vittnc 
throwing grc.it black shadows athwart it. Polyanthuse^^j rhodo* 
dendra, ranunciilu.scs, and other flowers with the largest names 
and of the ino^t d<‘ligiitful odours, were planted within the 
iron lailing tliat enclosed the last resting-place of the Blue- 
Ix'aids ; and the beadle was instructed to half-kill any little boys 
who might be caught plucking these sweet tcsiiinonics of a wife’s 
aft'ection. 

Over the sideboard in the dining-room hung a full-length of 
Mi. Bluebeard, by 'I icklcgill, K.A., in a militia uniform, frown¬ 
ing down upon the kni\e- and forks and silver trays, Ox'Cr the 
mantelpiece he was repre=:t*iito(l in a hunting costume on his 
fiuourite horse ; theie w.is a stirking-plaster silhouette of him in. 
the widow'ks hedrooni, and a ininiaLiirt' in the i!rawing-room, 
where he was drawn in a gown of black ami gold, holding a 
gold-tassellfd trt*nciii.r-cap with one- h.iiul, and with the oth£*r 
pointing to a diagram <'f Pons Asiiioriim, 'Diis likene,ss was 
laktm when lu; was a fellow-comnioner at Saint John’s ('ollegc, 
Cambridge, and Ijcforc tin* growih of th it blue beard which was 
the oinanient of nis manhood, and a pau of s\hn h now formed 
a bt'amii'iil blue iieek-chain for Jiis Imeaved wne. 

Sister Anne .‘•aid thii town iioiise was even more dism.al than 
the couniry-house, for there wa.' pure air at the Hall, and it waa 
pleasanter to look out on a [xirk ihan on a cluirchyard, however 
fine the monuments might Ijc. Ihn tla* widow .said she was a 
liglit-rninded hussy, and per.si-jti‘d as usual in her lamentations 
and mourning. Tlic oidv male whom she. w'ould admit within 
her doors was the par-.on of the pan.h, who read sermons to 
her; and, as his rc\civnce w.is at least sfwenty jears old, Anne, 
though s'u* miglit be ever so iiimh miiKlct.i to fall in lovo, had 
noopporlunitv to indulge her im.linatnm ; and the townspeople, 
scandalous as they might be, could not lin<l a word to say 
again.st the liaLou of the veiu-nable man and the Iicart-strickon 
w idow. 

All other company she resolutely refu-ed. W'lien the player.*? 
were in the: town, the poor manager, who came to beg her to 
bespeak a comedy, was thru-st out of the gates by the big butler. 
Tliough there were balls, canl-partie.‘:, and assemblies, Widow 
Itlucbeard \souId never subscrilie to one of thpm ; and even the 
orticers, liiose all con<iucring- heroes who make such ravages 
in k'uhes' licart.*!, and to whom all ladies’ doors are commonly 
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opQH. could never get an entry into the widow’s house. Captain 
^Vhiskeifield strutted for three weeks up and down before her 
house, and had not the least effect uix>n her. Captain O'Grady 
(of-an Irish regfiiient) attempted to Ijribe the servants, and one 
night actually scaled the garden-wall; but, all that he got was 
his foot in a man trap, not to mention being dreadfully scarified 
by the broken glass; and so /ir never made love any more. 
Finally. Captain Hlackbeard, whiskers vied in magnitude 

with those of the deccab<'cl liliu beard himself, although he 
atttnded chinch regiilaily eveiy week— he who had not darkened 
' the doors of a church for ten ye.us Ijcfore- even (Tllaek- 
beard got nothing by liis [jiety ; and the widow' nevc-r once took 
her eyes off her book to lo<>k at li'in. The barracks weiu in 
despair; and t'aiuain Wliiskerlield's tAilor, who had supplied 
him with new cU*tlkh in order to win the widow’s lieart, ended 
by clapping the ('aplain intti gaol. 

fhs revcriMice the |).LrjsOu highly applauded the widow's con¬ 
duct to the oHiceis : but, being him-j lf rather of a .-ocKd turn, 
and fond of a good dinpt-r .ind a boiile, In, represenud to the 
lovely mourner that '-I'e should ende.i\oui to (iiveit lier grief’oy 
a little respi ctaljli: socu’ly, and ri coaiineinled tliat she should 
from rime to lime enP itain .1 lew gi.iM’ and -obiT persons whom 
he would present to her. \s Poeli.r Sly hid an unbounded 
influence over the fair mourner, she accedetl to his desires ; and 
accordingly lie introduced lo her hou-o some of the most vene¬ 
rable and worll.y of In-, ac'rju.nnlance- all mairiod people, 
hvowever, so tl\al the widow should not take the least alarm. 

It hapiX-Micd th.it the Dot tor had a nephew', wlio was a law'yer 
in London, and Ini'-; gentleman came dutifully in the long vaca¬ 
tion lo pay a vi-it to liis uwercml uncle. " He is none of y©ur 
roystering dashing young fellows,” ^aid his reverence; "he is 
the delight of his naintna and sj.ters , ho never thinks anytliing 
stronger than tea ; he nevi.r miisetl ehuu:h thrice a Sunday for 
these twenty years ; and 1 hope, mv liear mid aminble m.'idame, 
that you will not f>bjcct to nvi ive this p.illern of young men for 
the .sake of your most devoted fiiend, his uncle." 

Tins widow coiisenlCil to receive Mr. Sly. He w'as not a 
Jiiandsome man certainly. " Hut wiuit doi.’b that matter?" said 
the Doctor; " he and Mrtue is better than all the beauty 

of nil the dragoons in the Queen’s ;.ef\ ice.” 

-Mr. Sly cemc there lo dmacr. and hi,' c.iine to tea; and he 
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drove out with the ^^idow in the carriAge with the lozenge on it; 
and at church Iv* handed the psalm-book ; and, in shorfj he paid 
her every attention which could be expected from so polite a 
young gentleman. 

At this the town began to talk, . 1 =; people in towns ivill. 

'File Doctor kept all bachelors out of the widow’s house," Said, 
they, " in ordei ih.it that ugly nephew of his may have the field, 
entirely to himvlf." 'Fhese - peeches were of course heard by 
Sister Anne, niirl tlie hitie minx was not .1 little glad to take 
advantage of them, in order to induce her i-istcr to .see some 
more cheerful eoinpany. The fact i'^, the young hussy loved a 
dance or a game .it cards mm li more th.in a hmndruipL conversa¬ 
tion over a tea table ; and ;o sh-- jjhcd her sister day and night 
with hints as to the propnet\ of opening her liuiise, receiving the 
gentry of the county, ami '^jn udin.g her fortune. 

To this point the widov/ at leii'th, though with many sighs 
and vast unwillingnes*;, ace.edeil; a ui she went so far as to order 
a very liceoming h.ilf-inourning, in which all the world declared 
she looked charming “I c.ury." .‘•aid she, “ my blessed Blue¬ 
beard in my heart - tluif is in thi‘ di ejuM nioinning lor him, and 
when the heart grie\(‘s there i-j no 1 eed of outward show." 

So she i.s.sued caids lor .i little cjiiiet te.x, and supper, and 
several of the bc-sl f.umheb in tl e town ami neighbourhood 
attended her entertainment, it w i-s followed by another and 
another; and at last C.ipiaiii lilackbeard was actually intro¬ 
duced, though of cour'-e, he came in plain clothes. 

Dr. Sly and his ne[»hcw' lu ver couKl alnilij the Captain. 
“They h.id heard some '(Uecr stoiu^'," they s.iid, “about pro¬ 
ceedings in barracks. Vv’Ik. was )l that drank three bottles at a 
fitting? who liad a marc* thai lan for tlic plate.'' and why was 
it that Dolly C-'oddliiiS left llu* town .<0 suddenly?" Mr. Sly 
turned up the whites of his eye* as Ins uncle .a.sked lhe.so 
questions, and siglunl for the vMckedm s', id' the world. Hut for 
all that he was delighted, especially .it the anger which the 
widow manifested wlien the Dolly t'oddlin.s affair w.as hinted at. 
She was furious, and vowed she would newer see the wretch 
ag.rin. The lawyer and his uncle were chat mod. O short- 
.'-ightod lawyer and parson, do you tJnnk Mrs, Bluebeard would 
Iiave been so angry if slie h.id not Ixen jealous?—do you think 

she woukl have been jealous if she had not-had not what? 

She protc-ie.l that fche no more cared for the Captain than she 
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did for one of her footmen ; but the next time he called she 
would n(^ condescend to say a word to him, 

• **My nearest Miss Anne," said the Captain, as he met her in 
Sir Roger de Coverley (she was horseif dancing with Ensign 
'rVippet), "what is tlie matter with your lovely si-^tur?" . 

“Dolly Coddhns is the nuitier," sairl Miss Anne, “Mr. Sly 
has told all;" and sijo was dt>\v'n the middle in a twinkling. 

The Captain blushed so at this rnon>.tr<,«s insinuation that 

anv one could see bow im-orrect it wa^-. He made innumerable • 

* 

blunders in the dance, and was all llie time casting such 
ferocious glances at Mr. Sly (wlio did not d.ince, but ‘■at by the 
widow and'ate icts), that his partner thought he was mad, and 
that Mr. Sly bcc.mn: very uneasy. 

When the dance was ov<'r. lie eamc to pa> his respects to the 
widow, and, in to fining, somehiAv trod so violently on Mr. 
Sly’s foot that that gentlciuan scn aiiied with pain, and pre.senlly 
went home. But th<jugh lie was gone the widow was not a 
whit moio gracifjus lo t aril.nn JJl.u'kbe.ird. She rcf]UL'sted Mr. 
'I'ripjjf't to order her < image th.u night, and went home without 
uttering one ‘ingle woid to Captain lilriLkbeard. 

'I'he next infirning, and with a face <>( prelern.itural longitude, 
the Rcvcreiul Uncir>r Sly jiaul a vi',ii to *he widow'. “The 
wickedness and bi<A>dthnstiiieS' uf the workl,’s iid he, “ increase 
every day. O my dear madam, what mon‘,iers do w*t meet in it 
—what wretches, what assassin;,, are allowttl to go abroad!' 
Would you believe it, tluit this uioitiing, .is my nephew was 
taking his peaceful 11101 n.ng meal, oni' <»f the ruftians from the 
barracks piesoiitc-il lumselt with a chalU-ugo from Captain Black- 
beard?" . 

“ lo he hurt ? " screamed the widows 

“No, my firar friend, my de.ir IVeilerick is not hurt. And 
oh, what a joy it will Imj to him to think you have that tender 
solicitude for his welf.ii! " 

“You know 1 have always hail the higlic^t n\';pect for him,'* 
said the widow'; who, when she sctcamed, was in truth thinking 
of somebody else. But the Doctor did imt choo.se to interpret 
her thoughts in that way, and ga\e .ill the benefit of them lo 
lU5 nephew. 

“That anxiety, dearest madam, wliich you express for him 
emboldens me, encour.-igos me, aiuliori‘-es me, to press a point 
on you which-1 am sure must have cnterctl your thoughts ere 
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now. The dear youth in whom you have shown ,such an 
interest lives but for you! Yes, fair lady, start not athectfingr 
that his sole affections are yours; and with what pridh. shall *1 
carry to him back the news that he is not indifferent to you I 
Are th(7 going to fight ? " continued the lady, in a breathless 
state of alarm. “ For Heaven's sake, dearest Doctor, prevent 
the horrid horrid meeting. Send for a magistrate's warrant; do 
anything ; but do not suffer those niLsguidod young men to cujt 
' each other's throats! " 

** Fairest lady, I lly! ” said the T!)oclor, and went back to- 
Idnch quite delighted wiili the cvidi.-nl partiality Mrs, Hlucbeard 
showed for his neplKW. And Mrs. lilucbcard, not content with 
exhorting him to prevent the duel, rushed to Mr. Pound, the 
magistrate, informed him of the facts, got <)ut warrants against 
both Mr. ISly and the Captain, and would have put them into 
c-xccution ; but it was diiCO\cTed tli.it the former gentleman had 
abruptly left town, so that the con.stal)le eoiild not lay hold of him. 

It somehow, however, came to be generally known that the 
widow Bluebeard h.ul declared iicrsclf in f.uour of Mr. Sly, the 
lawyer; that she had fainted wln’ii told lier Itjver was about to 
fight a duel; finally, that she h.ad accepted him, and would marry 
him as S(X>n as tin- quarn*! between him and the Captain was 
settled. Doctor Sly, \vlu*n apphc'd to, hummed and h.a'd, and 
would give no direct answer ; but he ch-nied nothing, and looked 
^ knowing, that all the world wa'- certain of the laet; and the 
county paper next w eek stated - 

•' We understand th.'it the lovely and wealthy Mrs. B 1 —b—^•d 
is about once more to enter tht' bonds of wedlock with our 
distinguished tow'n.srnc.n, J^'raleriek S-y, Foqiiire, of the Middle 
Temple, London. The learned gentleman left town in conse¬ 
quence of a <hspiUe witli a gallant son of M.irs which was likely 
to have led to warlike rc'ailts, had not a inagisiraie’s warrant 
intervened, wlicn the Captain was bound over to keep the 
peace.” 

In fiict, as soon a.s the Captain was so bound over, Mr. Sly 
came back, stating that he had quitted the town not to avoid a 
diucl—far from it, but to keep out of the way of the magi.sirate.s, 
and give the (Japtain every facility. JIc had taken out- no 
warrant; he had been perfectly ready to meet the Captain; if 
<;ihtrs had been more prudent, it was not hi.s fault. So he held 
up hiohead, and cocked his hat with the most determined air; 
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and all the lawyers* clerks in the place were quite, proud of 
Iheir h^. 

* As for Captain Blacklvearcl, his rage and indignation may be 
imagitKid ; a wife robbed from him, his honour put in question, 
by an odious, lanky, squinting lawyer ! He fell ill of a fever 
iOcontincntly; .and the surgeon was obliged to take a quantity 
of blood from him, ten limes the amount of which he swore he 
'Would have out of the veins of the atrocious Sly. 

The announeement in the Afurrury, however, filled the widow 
with almost ecjual indignation. " 'I'lic widow of the gallant 
Bluebeard,” .she said, “marry an odious w’retch who lives in 
dingjy'chainbers in the Middli; '1 rmjile ! Send for iJoctor Sly.” 
The Doctor carnc' ; she rated him smindly, asked him how he 
■dared set abroad such cnlumnies concerning Jicr ; onlercd him 
to send hisnepliow' back to London at once ; and, as ho valued 
her esteem, as he\aluid the nc\t I)rL•'^cIll^ltion to a fat li\ing, 
whicli lay in her gifl, to coiitiaclict everywhere, and m the fidlc'^t 
terms, the wicked report conc<'ining lur. 

“My dearest inr’dani,” ‘'aid tlio Doctor, pulling liis longest 
face, “you sliall be obeyed. 'I'lie poor lad shall be acijiiaintcd 
with the fatal change in j our sentiments ! ” 

“ Change in my bcntimonts. Doctor Sly 
“ With the dcstiucllon of )iis h('j>cs, rather lot me say: and 
Heaven grnnt tliat the dear boy ha\e .‘■'trengili to Ijearup against 
the misfortune w'liich cotm-s so suddenly upon him ! ” 

The next day si'^ter Anne canio with a lace full of care to Mrs. 
lilnebeard. “ Oli that unhappy Icjver of your';! ” said she. 

“ Is the Captain unwell?” exclaimed tlie widow'. 

“ No, 11 ks the other,” answered sister Anne. “ boor, poor 
Mr. Sly 1 He made a will leaving you all, except live pounds a 
year to his laundrcs.s: ho made his will, hxked his door, took 
hcartrt'nding leave of his uncle at night, and this morning was 
found hanging at In'- bod-ixist when Sambo, the black servant, 
took him up his water to shave. ' I el me be buried,’ ho said, 

* with the pincushion slie gave nio and the locket containing her 
hair.* JDid you give him a pincushion, sister? did you give him 
a locket with your hair? ” 

" It was only silver-gilt! ” .sobl)ed.thc widow ; “and now, O 
heavens ! I have killed Iiini! ” The heartrending nature of her 
sobs may be imagined ; but they were abiupily interrupted by 
her sister. 
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“ Killed him ?—no such thing ! Sambo cut him down when 
was as black in the face as the honest negro himself. tl& 
came down to breakfast, and I leave you to fancy wliatV touch^ 
ing meeting took place between tlic nephew and uncle.'* ' ' , 

" So much love!" thought the widow. “What a pity ‘W 
squints so ! If ht* woultl hut get hi> eyes put straight, I iiiight 

pcrhap'5 ”- She did not tini?h the sentence : ladies often 

lea'c this sort of sentence in a sweet confUi.ioM. 

But hearing some news regarding (\iptain Blackboard, whose 
illness and blood-letting were deserihed to h<‘r most patlietically, 
as well as accuiately, ]>y the Scotch surgf'o)! of the regiment, 
her feelings of compassion towards the lawyiT cooled .somewhat; 
and when Dr. Sly callefl to know if '■ho would condescend to 
meet the unhappy youth, she said, in ratlier a di'ifrait mannefj* 
that she w'ished him ('very happiness ; th,il she had the highest 
regard and respect for him ; that she besought him not to think 
any more of committing the tlreadfiil ciiiue which would have 
made her unhappy for ever ; but that Mie thought, for the sake 
of both jwriies, they had better not meet until Mr. Sly’s feelings 
had grown soniewh.it more calm. 

“ Poor fellow ! ii<x>r A llow'!'' said the Doctor, “may he be 
enabled to bear his frightful calamity ! I have taken away his 
razors from him, and Sambo, my man, never lets him out of 
his sight." 

The next day ISTrs. Bluelicard thoiiglit of siauling a friendly' 
message to Doctor Sly’s, asking for news of the health of his 
nephew : but, ns she was gu'Ing her orders on that subject to 
John Thomas the fooiman, it liapixuicd that the CaptMn 
arrived, and so Thomas w'is ?<‘nt downstairs ag.-iiii. .\nd the 
Captain looked 'o dolightfelly interesting with his arm in a 
sling, and his beautiful black whisker^ curling round ,'i face 
which was paler than usual, that nt the end of two hours the 
w'irlow forgot the message altogether, nnd indeed, T believe, 
asked the; Captain whether he w'ould not stop and dine. Ensign 
^'rippet came, ^)o, anrl the jonrty was very pleasant ; and the 
military gentlemen laughed hugely at the ide.i of the lawy'cr 
having been cut off the bed-post by the black servant, and were 
so witty on the subject, that the widow eiideil by half belifcving 
that the bed-post and hanging scheint; on the part of Mr. Sly 
was only a feint—a trick to win her heart. Though this, to be 
sure, wa'i not agreed to by the lady without a pang, for entre' 
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nous, to hang oneself for a latly is no small compliment to her 
attraction* and, perhaps, Mrs. Bluebeard was rather disap¬ 
pointed at,the notion that tlic hanging was not a Bo»a fide 
strangulation. « 

* However, presently her nerves were excited ag.iin ; and she 
was consoled or homfied, as the ca*=:e may be (the render must 
settle the point according to his ideas niid kno^\ ledge of woman¬ 
kind)—she was at any tale dreadfully ('xciteri by iJte receipt of 
a 4 )Uief. in the well-known clerk-like liainl of Mr, Sly. It ran 
thus : — 

“I saw you through your dining-room window^ \ou were 
hobnobbing with Cajit iin Blaekbeard. You IcKikcd rosy and 
well. You smiled. S'oudiank off the cluiiiipagno nt a single 
draught. 

“ I can bear it no more. I.ive on, Miule on, atul be happy. 
My gho.“l shall reiaju, perh.'tp>, at \i)ur liappim-is with atiothcr- 
—^biU in life I •-htatld go mad were 1 n-> witness it. 

“ It is best that I ' houliJ be gone. 

"When you lecene lliii, t-11 my uncle to drag the fish-pond 
at the end ol Hacheior’.s ,\cn' He black rvaut .Sambo .accom¬ 
panies me, it is tine, Dili Sambo .shall pirish witli me should 
his obstinacy venture lu restrain me from my purpose'. I know 
the poor fellow's honesty well, but I also know my own despfdr. 

"Sambo will leave a wife and seven children. He kind to 
those orphan mulatloi'S hir tlio sake t>f 

" FRT'.DKKirK." 

The widow gave a dre.ulful shiifk, .and inteinipted the two 
Captains, who were eat h jii-it in the .let of swallowing .a bumper 
pf claret. " I'iv - tly--save hmi," she s« reamed ; "save him, 
monsters, ere it is tvo late ! 1 Jifjw ned !—I-'redcrick ! liachclor's 

Wa-” Syncojx* tot'k placi', and the rest of the sentence 

was inlerrujth d. 

Deuocdly disaimointeil at being rbligod to give up thrir wipe, 
the two heroes seized their cocked-hats, .and went low aids the 
spot whicli the widow ir her wild exclamations of despair had 
sufijoiently designated 

Trippet was for running to the fish pond at the rate of ten 
miles«n hour. ■' 'I'ake it easy, my gooil fellow,’' said Captain 
Bhickbeard ; "running is unwholesome after dinner. And if 
that squinting scoundrel of a lawyer dot-s drown himself, I shan't 
sleep any the worse." So the two gentlemen walked very 
leisurely on towards the Bachelor'i^ Walk ; and, indeed, seeing 
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oa their way thither ^lajcr Macahnvw looking out of the window 
at his (loarturs and smoking a cigar, they went upslais^ to coiy 
siill the Major, as also a bottle of Schiedam he had. 

They come not! " said the widow, when restored to heinself. 
“ O heavens ! grant that Frederick is safe! Sister Anne, go op 
to the leads and look if anybody is coining.” And up, aasord*' 
ingly, to the garrets sister Anne mounted. “ Do you ^ec anf^r- 
bodv coming, sister Anne ? " 

I see Doctor Drench's little boy,” said sister Anne ; 
leaving a pill and draught at Miss Molly fJrub’s,” 

“ Dearest sister Anne, don’tyou sec any one coming?” shouted 
the widow once again. 

"I see a flock of dust,—no! a cloud of sheep, Psha! I 
see the London coach coming in. There artf three outsides, 
and the guard has flung a paicel to Mrs. Jenkins’s maid.’' 

“Distraction ! Look once more, sister Anne.” 

“I see a crowd--a shiuter -a shutter with a man on it—a 
beadle—forty little boys - l Iracicms gO('>dni':,s I wh.it cau it be ?" 
and downstairs tumbled sister Anne, and was k;okjng out of the 
parlour-window bv h«T sister’s side, when the crowd she had 
lierceived from the garret passed close by them. 

At the head walked the bc'adii*, slashing about at thfc little 
boys. 

Two scores of these followed and ‘•urroundod 

A SHr rrER cnricrl by four me’,. 

On tha‘ '.hntter lay Fredcrtcl' I He was ghastly pale ; his hair 
was draggW'd ove.r his facx' , his clotlica stuck tight to him on 
account of the wet, stre. ms of water guigled down the shutter 
sides. Hut he was not dead • fie turned one eye round towards 
the window w lierc' Mr-^. Hlueheard sat, and gave her a look 
which she never could forget. 

Sambo brought up the rear of the irocossion. He was quite 
wet througJi; and, if anything woiiM have put his hair out of 
curl, h>s ducking would liave don*' so. Hut, as he was not a 
gentleman, he was allowed to walk home on foot, and, a.s he 
passed the widow’s window, hc’ gave her one dreadful glance 
with his goggling black eyes, and moved on pointing wi*h his 
hands to the shutter. 

John Thomas, the footman, was instantly despatched to 
Doctor Sly’s to have news of the patient. There was no shilly¬ 
shallying now. He came liack in half-an-hour to .say that Mr. 
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Frederick flung him self into Dachelor’s Acre fisb*ix)nd'wiib Sambo* 
l^d beerAiraggcd out with difficulty, had boon put to licd, and 
had a pint of white wine whey, and was pretty comfortable. 
"Thank Heaven!” said the widow, and gave John Thomas a 
seven-shilling piece, and sat down with a lightened lieart to tea. 
"What a heart! ” s.iid >he to .‘lister Anne, "And, oh, what a 
t>ity it is that he squints !" 

Here the two Captains arrived. 'I'lury had not been to the 
Bachelor’s Walk ; they had remained at Major Macabaw'’s 
consulting the Schicriarn. 'Fhey h;u 1 m.ule up their minds what 
to-say. "Hang the I lie will never have di, plutk to 

drown himself,” said (.'nptnin niac-kUiard. "Let 11s argue on 
that, as we may safely.” 

"My sweet lady," .said ho arcordingly, "wc have had the 
pond dragged. No Mr. Sly. .\nd the fishrniian who keeps 
the punt assures us that lu; has not Iven lln-re all day.” 

" Audacious falsehood ! said the widow, her eyes flashing 
fire. "Go, licartless man ! who (!are-> tu Inrie thus with the feelings 
of a resiiectablc and uiiin'oteeted v\oman. Go, sir, you're only 
fit for th«: love of a-'l)olly- Goddlin.s! ” She pjonounoed the 
Coadlins with a withering sarcasm that struck the G^piain 
aghast; and sailing out of the roont, she left her tea un- 
tastcdi and did not wish either of tlic nnlitary gontlenien good¬ 
night. 

Bui, gentles, .an ye know th*- dehe.itc fibre of woman’s heart, 
yc will not in very sootli belief’ that such c\ents as those we 
h.ave described—such lemp«.‘'.ts ol pa.i'sion-' fierce winds of woe— 
blinding lightnings of tienicndou'i joy :ind trenu'ndous grief— 
could pass over oik* frail llow'cr and Icive it all unscathed. 
No! Grief kills as joy doili. liotli not the scorching sun nip 
the jrosc-lnul as well as tlic bittei wind? As Mrs. Sigourney 
sweetly sings— 

* Ah! the heart i-. .a '.oft and a .Jelit'alc thing ; 

Ah ! thi. ht.‘.ui IS i\ lulo with .i thrilling; .string J 
A spirit th.it floats oii a gnv.T.i:K jwing 1 ” 

Sucb was K.itinia's heart. In a word, the prcc».'ding events 
had a pow'erful effect upon her nervous system, and slie was 
ordoitid much qiiitt and sa)-volalilc by her skilful medical 
attendant, Doctor Glauber. 

To bJ so ardently, passionately h^vetl as she was, to know 



TALES. 


196 

that Frederick had twice plunged intp death frora attachment 
to her, was to awaken in her bosom a thrilling stringl^' mdeec\J 
Could she vvitness such attachment, and not be touched by it? 
She was touched by it—she was influenced by the virtues, by 
the passion, by the misfortune^ of Frederick ; but then he was 
so abominably ugly that she coukl not—she could not consent 
to become his bride 1 

She told Doctor Sly so. “ I respect and esteem your nephfew,** 
said she; " hut my resolve i-s iiindc. I will continue faithful 
to that blessed saint, Mho''C inonuinent is ever before my eyes” 
(she pointed to the churcbyaol as she sj-ioke). “ Leave this 
poor tortured heart in <|ui(‘t. It has alieady suffered more than 
most hearts could bear. I will repo'e iiiuler the shadow of that 
tomb until I am called to rest within 11—to rest by the side of 
mv Bluebeard! ” 

0 

The ranunculuses, rhododondra, and polyanthuses, W'hich 
ornamented that inausoleuiii, had ^somehow' been suffered to 
run greatly to seed during the Lu'.t few months, and it was W'ith 
no slight self-accusalion tli.it slie aekncnvledged this fitet on 
visiting the “garden of the grave," as she railed it; and she 
scolded the beadle soundly for negh•cling his duty towards it. 
He pronnsiMl obedience for the future, dug out all the weeds 
that were creeping round the family vault, and (having charge 
of the key) entered that awful place, and swcjit and dusted 
the melancholy contents of the tomb. 

Next morning the widow came down to breakfast looking 
very pale. She had passed a bad niglit; she had had awful 
dreams; she had heard a xoitc call Iki* thiicc at midnight. 

Pooh! my dear; it’s- only nervousness," said sceptical sister 
Anne. 

Here John 'Thomas the footman entered, and said the beadle 
was in the hall, looking in a very strange way. He had Ix'ea 
alx)ut the house since daybieak, and insisted on seeing Mrs. 
Bluebeard, “ Ixt him enter," said that lady, prepared for some 
great mystery. The beadle came ; he was i>a]c as death; his 
hair was dislicvelled, and his cockcd-li.it out of order. “What 
have you to say?" said the lady, trembling. * 

Before beginning, he fell down on his knees. 

“Yesterday," said he, “accortling to your ladyship's orders, 
I <lug up the flow’cr-beds of the family vault—ducted the vault 
and the—the coffins *' (added he, trembling) '' inside. Me and 
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,,7ohn Sexton did it together, nnd polished up the plate quite 
IxautifuV' 

■ I'For Heaven's sake, don’t allude to it,” cried the widow, 
turning pale. 

Well, niy lady, I locked the door, came away, and found 
in my hurry—for ] wanted to l>'at two lilth* boys what was 
playing at marbles on Alderman r.iunch’c monyment—I found, 
my ladv, I'd forgot my cane. 1 a»uldn't get John Sexton to 
go back with mo till tins morning, and I didn't like to go alone, 
and .so wc wont this morning, an«l wltat do vou think I found? 
1 found his honour’s eoflin turned roiiml, and the eano biokc 
in two. llerc'.s tlio anie ! ’* 

“Ah I ” scre;inied the widow, “ lake it away - Lake it away ! " 

“Well, what dcu's this prove," ‘^aid sistoi Anne, “but that 
somebody moved iIk* eofl'm, and hioke the enne?'* 

“ Somebtxly' Te/eh su)tichody said the beadle, staring 
round about him. And jill of a .sudden he started back 
with a tremendous roar, tli.it made tin* ladies scream, and 
all the glasses on the .sideboard jingl”, and cried, “ TJhtt's tJic 
mail I" 

II(; pointed to the portr.nt of JiliulxMrd, which stooil u\er the 
jingling glasses on the sul'dioard. "'rhat's llv: man 1 saw last 
night walking round the vault, as I'm a li\ing sinner. I saw 
hima-walking round .iral round, .aiul, when i went tij> speak 
to him. I'm blesst‘d if he. liidn'l go in .at the iron gate, which 
opened afore Inrn like- lils<* winking, .ind then in at the vault 
door, which I d fioiible-locked, my lady, ami bolted inside, I'll 
take my oath on it! " 

“Perhaps you had gi\en him the kiy?” .siigge.ded sister 
Anne. 

“It's never Imh-u out of my pocket. Here it is," cried the 
beadle, “ I’ll have no more to do with itand ho flung down 
the ponderous key, amidst anoilicr .'^crcain fjoni widow' blue- 
beard. 

“At what hour dul you see him?" gasped she. 

“At tw'clvc o'clock, of cour.se." 

. “ It*must have been at that very hour," said she, “T heard 
the voice." 

“ What voice ? " said Anne. 

“A voice that called ' Falim.x! Fatima! Fatima!’ three 
times as plain as ever voice did." 
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*‘Tt didn’t f>pcak to me," said the beadle; 'Mt only nodded 
its head and wagged its head and beard.'* , 

•* W—w—was it 51 bl—ue beard if" said the widow, , ^ 

“ Powder-blue, ina’arn, as !’ve a soul to save ! '* 

Doctor Drench was of course instantly sent for. I^ut what 
are the mcdiaiments of the iijxjthecary in a case where the 
«Ti*vc gives* up its dead? Doctor Sly arrived, and he oCfeied 
ghostly—ah! 'too ghostly—consolation. He said he believed in 
them. His own gramliiioUuT h;id apixiared to his ^andiaiher 
several limes before he married again. He could not doubt that 
supernatural agencies were possible, even frequent. 

“Suppose he were to appear to me alone," ejaculated the 
widow, “ 1 should die of fright." 

The Doctor looked particularly afeh. “The best w'ay in 
these cases, my dear madam,said he—“ tlie Ix’st w,ay for ira- 
protected ladies is to gi;i husband. I never heard of a first 
husband'.s ghost apjx'aring I 0 a w'oman and her second husband 
in my life. In .all history there is no account of one." 

*'.-Vh! why should I lie iifraid ol seeing my Bluebeard 
again?" said the widow ; and t!ie Doctor retinal quite pleased, 
for ih.' lady was evidently thinking of a second husband, 

'' 'rhe t'ajslain woul<l be a belter protector for me certainly 
than Mr. Sly," thought the lady, with ti sigh; “but Mr. Sly 
will certainly kill hinist‘lf, ami will t’le Captain l^camatch for 
two ghosts ? Sly will kill hiin.'-olf; but ah ! the Captain won't; " 
and the widow thought with pangs of bitter luortification of 
Dolly Coddlins. How, Djw should these di-^itracting circum 
sl'ance.s be brought to an end ? 

She retiied to rest that night not without a tremor—to bed, 
but not to -dix’p. .\t midnight a voit.c was hesird in her room 
crying “ I’atirna 1 Kitima ! Fatima!" in awiul accents. The 
(l(jo.**s bangetl to and fro, the bells bf’gan to ring, the maids 
went up and tiown stairs skurrying and ‘■creaming, and gave 
warning m a body. John 'riiorna-^, as pale its death, declared 
that he found Bluebeard’s yeomanry swoid, that hung in the 
hall, drawn and on the ground ; and the sticking-pla.ster minia¬ 
ture in Mr. Bluelxiard’s bedroom vi 5i.s found turned topsy turvy! 

“ It is some Inck," said the obstinate and incredulous sister 
Anne. “To-night I will come and .sleep with you, sister," 
And the night came, and the .sistci's retired together. 

’'J'was a wild night. 'I'lie wind howling w ithoiit went cr<.tshif)g 
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through tlie old trees of the old rookery round about the old 
church. /Ibe long bedroom windows went thump—thumping; 
tne moon could txs s»^cn through them lighting tip the graves 
with their ghastly shadows ; the yew-tree, cut into the shape of 
a bird, looked particularly dreadful, and bent and swayed as if 
it would peck something off that other yew-tree which was of the 
shape of a dumb-waiter. The ixjlls at inidniglit iKigan to ring 
as usual, the tioons clapped, jingle, jingh; down cainc a suit of 
armour in the hall, and a vwjce came and cried, “I’atLrna! 
Fatima! Fatima! look, look, look ; tiii* tomb, the tomb, the 
tomb! ” 

She looked. The vault door w.i-s ofjcn ; and there in the 
moonlight stood I’hu'ljcard, exactly .i'< lie was rcpre.;cnt(d in 
the picture in his ^cotnnnry (Irc^s. hi. face frightfully pale, and 
his great blue beard curling over lius ehc'^t, as awful as Mr. 
Muntz's. 

Skstcr Anne saw the* vision as well as F.uinia. Wc sliall 
.spare the account of their terrors and sen-ann. Strange to say, 
John Thomas, who slept in the altio al)o\c his mistress’s bed¬ 
room, declared he was <jn tlie w.-ilch all niglil anrl had .seen 
nothing in the chuichyard, .ind heard no sort of voices in tlie 
house. 

And now the queslion came, What could the ghost want by 
.ippCtiring? “Is then* anything,'’excl.ume*! tlie unhajipy and 
perple.vcd Fatima, “that he would have me do? it is well to 
say ‘ Now, now, now,' and to show himself; but what is it that 
makes my blessed luLsband so uneasy in his grave?" And all 
parties consiillcd agreed that it was a very sensible (jiicstion. 

John Thomas, the footman, who'»c excessive horror at the 
appe.uancc of the ghost had procured him his mistress’s con¬ 
fidence, advised vir. Screw, the liutlcr, who communicated with 
Mrs. I5aggs, the luiu-^eki'i'per, who condescended to impart her 
observations to Mts. Biisdc, the latly’s-inaid'—John '1'homa.s, I 
say, decidedly atlvisod t'.iat iny lady should consult a cunning 
man. 'riiere was such a man m town , he had prophesied who 
should marry his (John Thoma'.\) cousin ; he had cured Farmer 
Hornss cattle, which wtire evidently bewitolicd ; he could raise 
gho=its, and make them spf.ik, and he thoieforc was the very 
person to be consulted in the present juncture. 

“What nonsense is this you liave been talking to the maids, ^ 
John Thomas, about the conjuror who lives in—in"- 
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“ In Hangman's Lane, ma'am, where tlic old gibbet used to 
stand," replied John, who was bringing in the 
no nonsense, my lady. Every word as that man says, conies 
true, and he knows everything." 

“ 1 desire you will not frighten the gills in the servants' hall 
with .'iny of tho::e silly stories," said the widow ; and the 
ingofihis speech may, of course, at once be guessed. It Was 
that the widow meant to consult the conjuror that very nighf» 
Siiter Anne said that she would never, under such circumstance?, 
desert her dear I'atinia. John 'I hornas was .summoned to atteifd 
the ladies with .i dark lantern, and foith they set on their 
perilous virit to the cmijurcr at hi^i clreadlul alx)de in Hangman*? 
Lane. 


What took place at tliat Ingliiful interview has never becti 
entirely known, lint there w.is no di 'turb.iiK’c in the house on 
the night after. '1 he bclks slept quietly, the dotjrs did not bang 
in the least, twelve u’cloek .struek .ind no gho;-t apjwared in the’ 
churchyanl, and tin. whole family li.id a (piiet night. The 
widow altiibuled ihih lo.ispn;,' t>f losemary which the wizard 
gave her, and a hoist which she Hung into the garden round 
the family v.uiU, and which wtiuhl keep any ghost quiet. 

It happened the next day that, going to her milliner's, sister 
Anne met a gentleman who has been before mentioned in this 
.stoty, JCnsign Trippet by name ; and, indeed, if the truth must 
be known, it somehow liappencd that she met the Isnsign some¬ 
where every ilay of the week 

"What new'.s of the ghost, my disareVi Miss Sliacabac?" 
said he (}ou may guess on what terms the two young people 
were by the inanuei in wliich Mr. Tnpptt atldrcs-jcd the lady); 
'‘ha.s liluebe.ird'.-) ghost frightened your sisicr into any more 
fits, or set the bell-, a-ringing? " 

Sist(‘r Anne, with a very grave air, told him that he must not 
joke on so awful a subject; that the ghoi'l had been laid for 
awhile: that a cunning man had told her sister thing-S so 
wonderful that any man must believe in them ; that, among 
other things, he had shown to I’atnna her future hu.sbandf 
"Had," said the Ensign, "he black whiskers and a red 
coal?" 


. "No," answered .\nnc, with a sigh, 

and a black coot." 


' ‘ he had red w'biskcrs 
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*' It can’t l^e that rascal Sly?" cried the Ensign. But Anne 
qiTiIy siglilfd more deeply, and would not answer yes or no. 
“You may tell ihc poor Captain," slu; said,* “ there is no hope 
for him, and‘all he has left is to hang himsolf." 

“ He ^lall cut the throat of Sly first, though,** replied Mr. 
Trippet fiercely. But Anue said things were not decided as 
yet. Fatima was exceedingly restive and unwilling to acquiesce 
ip the idea of Ixing married to Mr. Sly ; she liad asked for 
filfther aullionty. 'I’he wizard ^aifl he could bring her own 
husband from the grave to jx^int out Jut second brirlegroom, 
who shall Ik\ can l>e, must be, nr. other than Fredera.k .'siy. 

“•It's a trick," said the Ensign. But Anne was too much 
frightened by the preceding evening's occurrences to say so. 
“To night," .she .said, “the grave will tell all." And sholeft 
Ensign Trippet in a very solemn .ind ;dfi:ciing w.iy. 

« • • * « • • • 

At midnight three figures were soen to issue from widow Blue¬ 
beard's liouse and pass through the churchyard turnstile and so 
away among the gnivo^. 

“To call up .1 gho->t is bad rnongh,” .saul the wizard ; “to 
make him speak i. awful. 1 recommend yon, ma’am, to beware, 
for such curiosity has het-ii f.it.al to many. 'I'herc was one 
Aiabiau neerom.incor (*f my acquaintance \v!io tried to make 
a ghost speak, .md was toin m piecxs on the si)Ot. There 
was another person who diti hear a gho.-l speak ccrbiinly, hut 
came away from the interview deaf and dumb. There was 
another "- 

“Never miml,'' sajs Mrs. Bliu-bcard, all her old curiosity 
aroused, “see him .m<l bear liim 1 will. Haven’t I seen him 
and hvard him, too. alre.idy.-' When Ire’s audible if visible, 
then s the lime." 

“But when you heard him," said tlio necromancer, “he was 
invisible, and when you saw* him he was inaudible ; so make up 
your mind what you wiU ask him, for glux.ts will stand no shilly¬ 
shallying. 1 knew a. stuttering man wlr: was flung down by a 
ghost, and 

“I made up my mind," said h'atiina, interrupting him. 

To ask him what husband you shall lake," whispered Anne. 

Fatima only turned red, and .sister Anne squeezed her hand; 
they ixissed into the gravcyaid in silence. 

There was no moon ; tlie night w apiieh-daik. They threaded 
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their way through ihu graves, stumbling over theuv hwe aud 
there. An owl was too-w booing from the church Uyiefir, a dog 
was howling somewhere, a cock began to crow, as they .■will 
sometimes at twelve o'clock at night. 

♦' Make haste,” said the wizard. “ Decide whether you Will 
go on or not." , . 

“ Let us go back, sister,” said Anne. 

“ I wz7/ goon,” said Initiina. " 1 should die if I gave it up, I 
feel I should. ” 


“ Here's the gate ; kn< el down," s.iid the v\izru'd, 'I'lie women' 
knelt down. 

“ Will you see your first liusband or your aicond hiisbanc}?”, 

*' I will seci Bluel^eard first," siiid tlic widow ; “ I shall know, 
then whether this he a niockt-rv, or you liave the power you 
pretend to.” 

At tins the wizard iitleri'd an jiieant.ilinn, so frighlfnl and of 
such incomprehensible wordb, that it is inipobsihlo for any inorial 
to repe.it them ; and at the end of what seemed lobe a versiclc of 
his chant he c.allecl “ liliii'be.ird ! ” 'J’liert' was no noise but the 


moaning of the wind in the trees, and loo-wliooing of the owl 
in the tower. 


At the end of the second verse he paused again and called 
“Bluebeard!” 'J'he ccx:k 'oegun to cr.jw, the dog began to 
howl, a watchman m the town began to cry out the hour, -and 
there came from the vault willnn a iioliow groan, ami a dreadful 
voice said, “ Who wants me?” 


Kneeling in front of the the necromancer began th- 

third ver'-e : as lx* spoke, Ih" lormer phenomena were; still to lx; 
remarked. As he continued .a number of gliosts rost* from their 
giuves and advanced loiind the km cling figures iri a circle. As 
he concluded, with a loinl bang the tloor of liic vjiull flew open, 
and then; in blue light stood Bluebeard in Ins blue uniform, 
waving hii bine sword and fl.i.shing Ins blm; eyes round alxiut 1 
“ Speak now, or you are lost,” said th'.- necromancer to 
Fatima. But, for the first time in her life, .-^hc Iiad not a word 
to s.ay. Sister Anne, loo, was dumb with terror. And, as the 
awful figure advanced towards them as they were kneeliog, the 
sister thought all wa.s over with them, ami Fatima once more 
had occasion to repent her fatal curln•^lly. 

The figure .advanced, saying, in drividful accents, “ I'alxma 1 
Fatima ! Faiini.i! wherefore am I called from my grave?” wheu 
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all of .a Mddcn down dropped liis sword, down the ghost of 
Bluebeard went on his knees, and, clasping his hands together, 
roared out, " Mercy, mercy I " as loud as man could roar. 

Six otkef" gko^ts. stood round the kneeling group. ‘^^Vhy do 
you call me from the tomb?" said the hist. “Who dares 
disturb my grave?” said ihc second. “ Sei/e him and away 
with him!" cried the tliird. “ Murdtir, mercy ! ” '.till roared 
the ghost of JiluelK’.ard, as thi* whiuj-njlad spiiits advanced and 
caught nold of liiin. 

*' It's only Tom Tripjx^t,'' said a ^oice at Anne's e.ar. 

“And your very ImuibK* scrv.ant,” said a \oic<' we! Known to 
Jkfrs. riluelMxird , .ind they ht‘l|)cd tlie ladu-s to riM', while the 
Other ghosts seized lilin'beai tl. 'I'he n^ ermnancor look to his 
heels anfl got ofl', he w.v? found to be no otlier th.in Mr. C'l.np- 
trap, the manager of llic I heat re. 

It was some lime before the gho'.t ol lilii'*i.card eou’ai loeover 
from thefainling fit into which Ik* had be- n plunged whcnsc'Zi d 
by the opposition glio^^t.; in white ; mifl wlnie tliey ws're diu.king 
him at the pump his blue beard c.niu' off. .ind he was discovcivd 
to be—who do yv>u lliink ? Wliy, Mr. .Sly, u> bt; sme ; and it 
appears that Jolin 'rhomas, tlie fiootnuin, had ii-nt liini the 
uniform, nnd h.ul cl.*]>ptd the doois, and inn^ the IjcHs. and 
.spoki'n df'wn tlie chimney : .mil it w.is Mi. (’iantr.iiJ wlio «;ave 
Mr. Sly the i>liie fire rind t}i«‘ liie.itie gong, n»d he wi nt to 
T..ondon next morning by the co.\eli ; ,ind, .r- it \s:'is rlisvoverctl 
thrit the story concerning Mi-.s (.'oddluis w.as a -.lianieful calumny, 
why, of course, the widow in.arrietl (.'.1 plain Ill.ickbt arcl. Doctor 
Slyinnrviod them, rind has alwav.stleclared that he knew nothing 
of his nephev\’s <loing'^. and w'ondereii that lie has not tried to 
commit suicide since In'! lad dis-ijijioiniin.mt. 

Mr. ami Mrs. 'rnppil are likewi-e lunig h,ij>pi!\ logellier, 
and this, J <am gi\cn lo um.lersi.in<'I, is the wlliinate fate of a 
family in whom \vc were .dl \eiy nnieh inleiested in early life 
You will f-ay that the ' lOry 1 -, not probabu*. l*sha ! Isn’t it 
written in a book? and is it .i whit less j'robabie than the first 
part of the talc ? 
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WANDERINGS OF OUR FAT CONTRIBUTOR. 

I. 

[The riUcM of our >rs Itfi I .lUiliHi \eiy Mitldor.ly 1 isL wcf'k, 

withiiUt tho Um-'I iilr.i nf r<-n.ivccl luo 

folluwii'K»omiuuiiii:.itio;i We deii'l Ut.ow w 1»oiIht In* lA troinji to 
nor <Jo wc uur'.t.lvcs in tlu publi'h aP'itlu.r line of the I’lU 

Coniulrtitor\ ouirfspijuilriu'c'. A< J.ii us Iw^ tour uL jirc -I'lit, it oi'r- 
taiiily i'>, if nut :ui\rl, .ii leusi !•'. .i nuM*! tnat.nei ; tor tlir 

will roinnrk th.'it ilieit* L not a Ui^ni ahout the platis \i->iti'il liy oui 
filciiil, svliili* then' is .i ])iix!ii:iwns cl« ai ol .nfortn.ition n Ininself. 

liile»i:stin ;4 as oiir l''.ii ('oiilii!)i:tca \ , jet ii v h.iiii e iha* wc ‘linll 

he'll c:noii^;li ahouL hini etc innny niou h'ltcr.^ ale t jocuci.! fioin luin. 
Fiuijoij.J 

\\oio olt‘V('ii mou' tlinni r:. hiutling one iinoihel- in 

A my in\il;aioii'lK«jk. '■11 yon eat two more, >ou me in 
for an apoplexy," said lllaulK-i, my ineilieal man. “But Miss 
'rwaddliiigs is to be at tlie M.icwinrlers' on TJiursday,” I e.\- 
postuhiled, “and )tiii know what nuuiey she has." “ JShc’ll be 
a wniow before she's niaincd," (d.iubtT, “if yon don't 
mind.—Away wiih you !—'rake three i^Mins of liliie (nil every 
nij;Ut, and rny dl,^ in the mornii'.!;—il you don't, I w'or't 
iinsv\cr for the eonsrcjiieiKOs."- Yuli luol. as white as a sheet— 
as pullfy as a bolster—tills season you'\e »^;owii so incrclinaiely 
gi-os> ami fa—" 

It's a word I can't bear apj-'heil to myself. I wrote letters 
rounclAo decline my dinncr-j, and .if^reed to go- 

Bat whither? Why not to Hiigiiton? 1 went a few da)"S 
before the blowmp.''' 1 wfLS out for four hours in a Hy on that 

* On July 2>, 1844, a efiod deal of o.xcitement was caused hy the trial 
at JJriglltun of CApiain \V:itiicr'& imrcniiyii ler dcslroyin.; diipi at se-a. 
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day. I saw Lord Brougham in a white hat and telescope—1 

saw the sea lightcxl up with countless smiles—>I saw the chalR^ 

pier, and tla* multitudes swarming on it—I saw the bucks 

smoking cigars on the teiTace of the Albion. 

/could not smoke—I was with three ladies in the fly—lliey 

were all fat, and, oh ! how hot! The sun beat down upon us 

ruthlessly. Captain Warner 7w///</«/come. Wc drove and put 

back ll>e dinner. Then Mi‘:s Bogle s.iid she would like lodriVc 

to the Li1)rary for the lai.t volume of (Irani’s “ Visit to Paris.”' 

^Vhilc we were at Folih(»ri'e’s. their messenger came running 

in—he had been out but one minute lhat d.iv ; lie had seen iti 

• % 

We had btien out four hours ; it was all ovtT! All tliat we 
-could see when we got back was this 


M 



that \v.t.s wh.ii 1 had come to Bilghton for— to cal prawns for 
bn^akfast— to pay live .shillings for a warm bath—and not to see 
the exploiioii ! 

I set olf for London the nevl day. One of my dinners w'as 
coming off that day—1 had n-'.igned it. There would very 
likely be turtle ; .ind 1 W'asn’t tlieu:! Flesh and Mood couldn't 
stand it. “I will go to Dovei tu-morrow,” I -vud, "iind take 
the lust packet that goes- that goes nnysvlnirc.” 

.1 (jffi at Dover. 'I'his is wiitlen fnan the Sliip Hotel: let me 
recollect the adventun:s of th<; daj. 

Th(i Dover trains go from two places at once , but iny belief 
IS, the cabmen try and perplex you. If it is ili»* turn of the 
13ricklay<'rs’ Arm.s tram, tlioy ivrsuade you to London Biidge ; 
if of the London Bridge, they inveigle you to the Bncklayers' 
Arms—through that abominable suburb .stretching aw^y fi‘oni 
Wateiloo Bridge, and into the (Greater London, which seems as 
it were run to seed. 
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I passed a iheatre—these creatures have a theatre it appears— 
is calltJl (to judge from a painted placard) the Victoria. It is 
a' brick building, large, and with the windows cracked and stuffed 
with coats. 

At the Bricklayers' Arms, which w’C reached at length after 
paying several bcisc turnpikes, and struggling through a noLsy,. 
dirty, bustling, dismal city of small hou.ses and queer shops and 
gin-palaces—the policeman comes grinning up to the cab, and 
says, ** No tiain from here, rir-m \t train from Txjndon Bridge 
• —hoften these mistakes, t.'ab drove aw iiy only just this minute. 
You’ll be in time if you go," 

The cabman gallo[»s olf, with a grin. Tin* brute ! he knew it 
well enou,gh. He w«*nt for an c'ura fare. 

As T do not whh to have a t ouJ>-dr~^okU; or to he blinded with 
dust; or to have my niTves .shattered by the infernal scieaming 
of the engine as we ni>l) howling tlirough the tunnels: ,'u> I wish 
to sit as soft as I can in this life, ami find a ^aiard by no rncan-s 
so elastic as a cushion, I take the of course--f should 

prefer having ‘■omeof the tlunl-e.ia^is people ftn*company, though 
— 1 find lliem g'nieially les'j vulgar than their betleis. 

] selected, as may be imagined, .an nupty carnage : in which I 
lived pretty comfortably iitilil wi* got to K« igatc, vvljcie two per¬ 
sona with free ticket—• nginoers and Scotclmien - got into the 
carritigc. 

Of course one in^i'led upon '■itting down in the very .seat 
opposite me. Tliero were f*>iir seats, but ho must tak«; that, on 
purpose to mingle his logs with mine, and make me uncomfort¬ 
able. I removed l».» the next seat—tho nwddle one. 'I bis was 
wliat lhowT( t(,li wantcil. He pjumjMxl into my place. He had 
the two places by the window— the two Lot in the coach—he 
leered over my shoulder at his comrade a gnat, coarse, hideous 
5^cotch smile. 

1 hate engineers, 1 hale .‘scoldinun, T hate bniliswith free 
tickets, who lake the pkioc.s of geiulemcn who pay. 

On alighting at l)<ni*r, and ivniombi'ring the extravagance of 
foMiier charges at tlie ".Ship," undtr amjthor pioprictor (pray 
hcavA'ns the morrow's little bill may bo .1 niilil i.ine !), 1 thought 
of going elsewhere, 'routers vvere about ‘seizing upon the pas¬ 
sengers and recommending their hou ls Now, (ii-'NTS, TiIE 
' ‘ GpN,! ’roaretl one inon''ter. I turned .'Sickening away from 
him. " Take rue to the ‘ Sliip,’ " I faintly gapped. 
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On proposing dinner, the waiter says with an as^tf he was 
inventing something extremely clever, “Whiting, air? Nice 
fried sole?" 

Mon Dieuf what have I done to bo pursued in this way by 
whiting and fried sole? Is there nothing else in the world? 
Ain't I sick of fried sole and whiting—^whiting and fried sede? 
having eiitcn them for long years and years until my soul is 
weary of them. " You great ass," 1 felt inclined to exclaiiK),' 
“I can get whiting ami sole in London, give me sometbing 
new! ” . . . 

Ah for that something new ! 1 have seen the dry toast come 
up for niy breakfast sci many limes—the same old tough stiff, 
leathei'y tasteless; choky dried toaM, that 1 can lx*ar it no longer.* 
The other morning (I had been rather feverish ail night) it came 
up and I declare I biir-it into tears. 

"Why do you haunt mu,” 1 said, "you lienid old toast? 
Wliat Itave 1 done that there is no other companion for me but 
you ? 1 hate and spurn you—and yet up you come. Day by 
day, heartless biiite, 1 leave you in the rack, and yet it*s not you 
that r.uffci torture: ” and I made a passionate ‘■•pciech to that 
toast full of elo<]uenc‘c, and howled and flung the plateful at the 
door--just as Mary came i’l. 

She is the maid. She could not understand my feriings. 
S/ie IS conientcd with toast for breakfast, with bread I believe, 
poor wretch ! So arc cow*s contented with grass. Horses with 
corn. The line spirit pants for novelty- - and mine is sick of old 
toast. 

"Gents" are spoken of familiarly even at tills hoteb During 
dinner a messenger conics to ask if a young " gent ’’ was dining 
in the coffec-TOom ? 

" No," says the waiter. 

" How IS th.it," thinks f, " am T not a young gent myself?” He 
continues " 'I here's two holciisli ladies and a vny young gent in 
No. 24 ; but tharc^onlya MinnLr:-iiAGKi>^’v»//// thecofffe-rcH 3 m,y 

Hu-s it Come to this, then? 'I’hirty something la^t birthday, 
and to be called a middle-aged gent? Aw'ay ! Away! I can 
l)car this rilvildry no more. Perhaps the sea may corisole-^ie. 

And how? it’s only a dim sli.night line of horizon, with no 
gaiety or variety in it. A few wretched little vessels arc twidd¬ 
ling up and ilown. A steam-tug or two—yachts more or less— 
the town r, hidcou'^. except for a neat row' of houses or two—the 
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diflk on^ respectable. The castle looks tolerable. But who, I 
ishottld nice to know, would be such a to climb up to it. 

Hark ! There is a band playing->‘it is a long mile on, and yet 
I go to listen to it. 

It is a band of wind-instruments of course, a military band, and 
the wretches lii-tening in iht;ir stupid gfjod-huinour are giving the 
players—I knew what would happ<m immediately upon 
the beer (I'm forbidden it myself). They pl.i 3 'ed so infernally 
out of tunc that they bl.i'Jled me off the ground—away from the 
Dover bucks, and.the i)Oor gals in their cheap finery, and tlie 
grinning yokels, and the rnaniac.s riding velocijxdt-r. 

This is whai I .saw most worthy of remark all day. This per* 
son was standing on the beach, and her gaimcnts flapped round 



alKJfll her in the breeze. She stood and k)okc<l and looked until 
somebody came—to her call apparently. Somebody, a male gS 
her species, drtssed in corduroys and a frock. Then they paired 
off quite happy, 
lijat thing had a lover! 
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Good-night, I can say no more. A monster has just^.toW me 
that a vessel starts at. seven for Ostend: I will take it. 1 would 
take one for Jericho if it started at six.. 


-M- 


II. 


The Sea. 

1 JiAD one comfort in quitting Dover. It whs to see Towzer, 
■my tailor, of .‘Saint James's iStreei, lounging about the pier in a 
mariuft jacket, with a tuft to his chin. 

His face, when he saw' me in the boat, was one of the most • 
intense agony. I owe Towzer 

“ Good-bye, 'row'zor," I said. “ I shall be buck in four years.*’ 
And 1 laughed a demoniac ydl of scoin, .tnd lumble’d clattering 
down the biiiBs btaiii of the c.ibiti. 

An Israelite had already taken the best place, and was prepar¬ 
ing to lie unwell. T have Jihscrvi'd th.it tlio ‘'Mosiic Arabs," 
as Cdningsby calls them, au- always ji.irticak'iily amenable to 
maritime discomfiture. TIk- Jew's intern.-*) commotions were 
frightful diiriiig thi; iiassage. 

Two Oxford youths, one of whoni had been grow ing a mous¬ 
tache since the commencement of the v.ication, began to smoke 
cigars, and assume particularly piratical airs. 

1 took the picture' of on<' c/f thfiii an hour .iftf rwruds—stretched 
lifeless on the dt'di, in ih<’ agonies of '^e.i vicktics..,, 

I will not print tli.it likeness. U is loo excellent. If his 
TUamma saw it, die would catch her cleatii of friglit, and order 
her darling 'Iraiimy home. I will rather publish the one on the 
oppo.site page. 

That man is studying Iwcvizac's grunmi.ir. I le is a Scotchman. 
He lias not the least sense of morlesty. ,\s be gets up phrases 
out of that stale old grammar of 1803 (bought cheap oil a stall 
:n Glasgow), the wretch looks up, and utters the sentences he 
h.is just acquired—serves them up hot in his hideous jargon, 
“ l^irly \oo l-’ransi-s,” says he, or “ I’raiiny garde domong tail." 
He thinks h«* has quite the acct -nt. Ho never doubts but that he 
is in a situation to coin: with the natives. And a/c /azt, he speaks 
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French as \\cn as many Belgians or Germans in thoso'^ lands 
p \yhithcr^io is wandering. 

Poor C'aledonian youth ! I have been cramming him with the 
njo.st dreadful lich all the way. . I should have utterly bewildered 
him and made him rmul with lies, but for this circumstance:— 
In the middle of a very big on<\ which (administered by me) 
WHS slipping clown his thro.il as ghl>ly as an oyster, there came 
up from the cabin a >oiing woman, not vorv pretty, but kind* 
looking, ancj she laid Iut hand upon the slioulderof that I^evizac^ 
reading Sootchni.in, and smiled, and he said with an air of 
immense superiority— 



'* Wall, I'.liAi, rue \i- batter n<u>?’‘ 

It was his wife ! she lo\c‘d him. She was parti.al to that snob. 
She thd nc^t iimul the <-trings <^f his .shirt-collar .sticking out 
behind his back. 

Gentle Kli/a ! ri mar whom you Icjse and whose exposed follies 
would give you pain, sh.'ill never be made the butt of the Fat 
Contributor. 

Ik will hardly be crediti'd—but, upon my honoim, there are 
four people on deck Ic.irning I'rench dialogues as hani as 
they can. There is the Oxfoitl man who is not sick. A young 
lady who is to be the spokeswonnm of her party of nine. A 
very j[X>mp«ous man, who sw'ore last niglu in my hearing that 
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be 9 capital hand at Ftench, and the Caledoniaii student 
before mentioned. " » 

What a wisti race! They leam French phrases to speak to 
German waiters, who umlerstand English perfectly. . , 

Tins couriers and gentlemen’s servants are much the roost 
jxjople in the ship. Ix)rd Muffington was on 
boanl, and of course I got into conversation with his lordship— 
a noble-ltjoking jjerson. But just wlini I thought Ik; might he 
on the i»im of asking me to Muffington f''astle, he got up 
suddenly, anfl said, “Yes, my lord," to a fellow I never should 
Itavc siispecU.'d of a coi onet. Vet he was the noble liarl, and my 
friend was but liis nunkey. 

Such is life ! and to may its most a'^lute nb.sen.'ers be somc- 
limcs deceived. 

O.ipmj: August 

W^hilc llio couners, conimission'’r-. iDutmen, gentli'raer*, 
ladics’-maidrt, Sootcliman with du- ;liiri-ajll.ir, the resusutated 
O.vford youth, tin’ family of nine, and th<’ wliole ship’-, pnssengers 
are'Struggling, pulling, stamj^ing, squco/ing, hav.iing, cursing, 
tumbling over their Ijoxes ,iiul one anotlu r’i, shins, Jo.smgtheir 
keys, screaming to the cojnnussionui>., li.umt; tln-ir treasures 
unfolded, tlu'ir wonderful jMiked Ix-ixes un[..i( Led so that it is 
impossible ever lo squeeze the articles baek into theii receptacles 
again ; while there is such a ‘scene tif Ilahel elntter and con¬ 
fusion around me, .ah! let m** thank Heaven that L iiave but a 
carpet-bag! 

Any man going abroad who purchases this niimber of Pun-h 
a day previous to hia dei);*rtiire, will bh' me for ever. Only 
take a c.up»‘l-b.ag! You can li.ive (wtr) thing there t.mte or 
luxury demamls; six .shirts, a fresh suit of clothes, as many 
razors as would .shtavc the be.'inls of a vegimont of l urks, ami 
what more does a traveller require? ' Huy nothing! Get a 
reading of Murray’s Guide-book from your neiglibour, and be 
independent and happy. 

My acquaintana', the Hon. James JillyllowtT, was in the boat 
with fifteen trunks as I am a sinne-r. Tli' was induced to take 
packages for his friends, I’his is the beauty of baggogc - if you 
have a l)ag you can refuse. On this score I rofascti twenty- 
four TiumbtTS of the ,\feitvf>oiiian Afa^^azhtc^ a tea-pot, and a 
h.'im, which he accepted. 

Scramjaw—thc ixicket was opened licfore xny eyes by 
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the cust^n-house officers at Ostend—gave Jilly flower a parcel 
•of law papers to carry to Italy— “ only deeds, upon her honour " 
-—and deeds they were, but with si.v pair of gloves inside. All 
his fifteen trunks were opi.;nod in consequence of that six pair of 
gloves. lie i:. made inisorable for those gloves. I3ut \vhat 
cares Lady Scrarnj.wv? Lei all travellers bevtarc, then, and 
again an<l again bless, me for the Inni. 

I have no passport. 'I'licv have arrested me. 

T am about to bo cnmluctod to the police. 1 may be put into 
a dungeon like O’t'onnell. Tymni'^! le.id on ! 

a • • I • • « • 

1 was not led lo pn .on. a-, nnght li.'ui* Ihvji i‘\i)octi'd. 1 \\a:i 
only conducted to a corner of tin- rornn, wlierewa^ an official 
with large niustachios and a conical cap. li-ycing mo \vith 
lowering brows, Ihc f«.'llo\sing dialogue took pl.n'( between me 
and this myrmidon of tv rants — 

Mivi in ihc f\ip. Mon-'icur, votre ii.n^sej'K'it. 

Fat Contributor. Monsieur, je n’en ai pas. 

Man in the ( ap. Alor-, Monsieur, \ons pcuirrer pas'-.er a votre 
bOnd. 

Fat Covfribiitor. r,onj<jur. Monaeur (ici h (iros Fiiiactcur 
tire tin frofon,i toup Jc 

Man in the Cap. Moiraeur, i«’ \oiis siliie. 

\Vc .sep.irated. 1 w.inl lo know Ikjw kaig lintoiv. are lo be 
subjected to ‘.uch griiHlnig ojipiC' -jun? 

Wc wont then lo our hold—the Hotel des Riin-. W'e w<“re 
so foolish as lo onlcr chanip.igne for <linner. li is ihii worst 
champagne 1 ever drank in my life: \vor‘.c than chamji.'igne at 
Vanxhall—-worse than used lo be supplied by a winc-mcTciiant 
at tile Ibiiver-sJty -worse even ih.in tlie Hordeau.x \)rt.ividcrl in die 
Hotel des Bains, tlood heaveni! is if for this I am eonie abroad 7 

Is it for (hi-.? 'I o driiiU bad wine to e.'d fried .-.oK-s as tough 
as my shex;—to Iiave my nerves agnaii’d alioiit a pa-.'.port -and, 
by way of a .second eouiNe. to be serverl with flabby law iTiUtton- 
chop^? Away! 1 can get the-ie m ( hancery Lane. Is there 
not such a place as firt'enwich in the world ? and am [ come 
.|wo hundred miles for such an iniquitous dinner as this? 

I thought of going b.ick again. Why did 1 come away? IF 
there had been a gig at the door that instant lo canw me lo ray 
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native country, T would have Jumiv'd in. But there is no hoix?. 
Look out of the window, ini.-ierable man, and see you are 9 
stranger in a foieign land. There is an alehouse opposite, with 
*' HIliR VERKOOPT MAN 'FRANKEN " OVCr the porcll. A WOmail 



is standing before n)c~ a woman in wooden ‘,hoes. She ')jas a 
Bi'lgic child at her neck, another at her side in little wooden 
shoekins. 

To them approaches their father a mariner—he kisses his 
wife, he kisses his children, and what does ho do next ? Why, 
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he wipes ^he nose of the eldest child, and then the fond father 
vipcs the nose of the youngest child. You see his attitude— 
his portrait. You c«\nnot sec his child's face because 'tis hidden 
in the folds of the paternal handRcerchief. 

Fancy its expression of gratitude, yc kind souls who read this. 
I ani a fat man, but somehow that touch of nature ple;ised inc. 
It went to the heart through the Ah happy children, 

si dofia rtiirint', if they fiul but know their luck! 'I'hey 
have a kind father to tend llicin now, and defend their delicate 
faces from the storms of life. I am alor.c in the world -sad 
and lonely, 1 have noboily to blow jijy luj'-c. 'I’hei : aie others 
3 'et more wfetdiod, wlio must ‘te.il thi* handkerchief with which 
they perform the operation. 

J could bear that feeling uf lonehncbS rto longer. Aw ay ! let us 
hasten to the tl)ke to enjoy the pleasures ol tlie, j>liiee. All 
Ostond is there, fitting before t!ie ResLiurant, and s![)ping ices 
as the sun desceii'ls into the western \\;ive. 


‘Ski* 



Look at his round disc ua 11 sinks mlo the blushing waters 
look, ioo, at th.it fat woman >).uliing—.is jound as thcMiii. She 
wears a brown dressing-gown—two bathers give her each a hand 
—she advances backw.irds towards the coming w'avo, and as it 
reaches her—plop I she sits down in it. 

She emerges, pufl'iiig. wh«je/ing, and shaking herscl^. She 
retires creeping up the steps of the bathing machine. She is 
succeeded by other stout nymphs, ihspoiling in the waves. For 
hours and houis the O;tenders look on at this enchanting sight. 



2i8 wanderings of our fat contributor. 


Tho O^cnd oyfrter is famous in Paris, and the ioy at the 
gorniandisur. Our good-natured neighbours would not enjf[v 
them, i)orhaps, did they know of what country these oysters arc 
natives. • 

At O.itend they arc* called OyUer%. Yes; they-arc 

bor'i upon the shorcis of Albion. I'hcy are brought to BclgioiU 
young, and educated there. Poor molluscous exiles I they never 
see their country again. 

We rose at h^ur, to bo ready for the train. A ruffianly Boots 
{by what base name they denominate the wretch in this country 
1 know not) was pacing tlie corridors at half-pa^t two. 

Wliy the deuce ivill wo get up so confoundedly early on ti 
journey? W’hy do we persist in making ourselves miserable?— 
depriving our souls of sleep, scuffling through our blessed meals, 
that we may be early on the ro.iil ? Is not the sight of a good 
coinlortable bre.ikf.ist more lovely than any landscape in any* 
COLintiy? And what turn in the T)ro,p(‘i:t is charming as the 
turn in n cle.m snug Iw d, and aiiolhet srKxv.c ol half-an-hour? 

'Hiis alone is worth a guinea of my man A money. If you are 
going to travel, never lose your nuliiral rc‘.‘,t fo: TJje 

pros|X‘ct that you want to se<; w'ill be there iievt day. You can't 
=oe an object fairly unle-jS you have had your natural sleep. A 
woman in etirl-jj.i.pers, a man unslioin, me not lit to examine a 
landsc.tjaj'. An empty stomach ni'.Jces blank eve.i. If you would 
enjoy eMenoi objects well, dear friend, let your inner man be 
comfoit.iljk. 

Above all, young traveller, take rny advice, and never, 
be sucli a fool as to go up a mountain, a tower, or a steeple. 1 
have tried it. Men still ascend eminences to this d.ay, and, de¬ 
scending, .say they have been delighted. Hut it is a ho. They 
have been mi-jerablc the whole d.ay. Ki-op you down; and 
have bro.’.krajt while the asinine liunU,rs .ifter the picturosciue go 
braying up the lull. 


it is a.broihng day. .'some arduous fellow' countrymen, now 
that we have arrived, think of mounting the tower of 


ANTWliRP, 


bet you and mo rather remain in the cool Cathedral, and look 
at the plelures there, painted by the gentleinau whom Lc^dy 
Londonderry calls Reuben, 
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Wc cxyiiined these works of art at our leisure. We tliought 
tf) ourselves w’hiit a privilegi* it is to I>e allowed to look at the 
works of Reuben (or any other painter) after Uie nobility have 
gazed on them! “ What did tiic Noble Marquis think about 
Reuben? " we mentally inquired—it would be a comfort to know 
his opinion ; and that of the rr-sfXicted aristocracy in general. 

So thought some people at the table dhofe, near whom ivf 
liavp been sitting. Poor innocents ! How little they knew that 
the fat gentleman op[X 3 site was the contributor of—ha ! hal 
My mind fills with a savage exultation every now and then, as» 
hearing a piece of folly, 1 say inwiirdly--“ Ma, my fiuo fellow ! 
you arc down.” The poor wretch goes pottering on with his 
dinner: he little know^ he will be m I’linch that day tortnight. 
There is something fierce, mighty, snv.ige, inquisitorial, 
demoniac, in the po'-session of that powci ! Put we wield tlu' 
dreadful W'oapon ju'^tly. U wtmlil be death in the htmds of the 
inexperienced to hold tlu‘ thunderbolts of Puruh. 

There tiny sit, jiooi .ample lanibr, ! All browsing away at 
tbeir victuals ; fii.sJ<iiig in th* ir innocent way making puns 
J|! 0 » le of them—quite uneouvcioU'. ol llieir fate. 

One man quoted a juke from Puhch. It w.is one of my own. 
Poor wretch ! i\nd to think ih.it mmi, toe, n.ust submit to the 
knife ! 

Come, 



Gentle victim ! Ja*t me plunge it into 30 U, 
but my paper is out. 1 w ill reserve the ilaiightcr for the next 
letter. 
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III. c 

t 

tThe relations friends, an J creditors of the singular and erratic being 
who, under the title of the Fat Contributor (he is, by the way, the 
thinnest mortal that ever was seen), wrote some letters in August l^st 
in this periodical, have been alarmed by the sudden cessation of his 
co.iespoiidence ; and the xjnblic, as we nave reason to know from the 
innumerable letters we have receiveil, has participated in this anxiety. 

Yesicrilay, by the Peninsular ami Oiientnl Company‘s steamship 
“Tayus,” we received a packet of leiicr^ in the sliaiige handwiiting of 
our eccentric friend : they are without date, as might be expected from 
the author’s usual irrs'gul.irity, but tne first tliree leiteis ajipear to have 
been written at sea, between douth.uiipioii and Gibi.dtar, tlie Iasi from 
the latter-n lined place. The letters < i>nt.un some noiel descriptions of 
the countries which our friend \isited, some neat and axipositc moral 
sentiments) and some anltnaied desciiinioiis sif maritime life; we there¬ 
fore hasten to lay them befoie the pulmc. 

He requests us to p-iy bis hiundre'-'-^ in T incolri's Inn “a small for¬ 
gotten account." As we ha\c not the lnuiourof that l.idy'^ acquaintance, 
and as no doubt she reads thiT Miscell.iny (m company vtiili every ladv 
of the land), we lieg h r ti>.ipp!y at oar uUiLe, whtie her claim, upon 
authentication, shall be settled. — Etq J’oit. j 


AVINfj bi f'li ;it Bru.ssds for 
tliicc wl.v'lo days, (duriujg 
which tiiiH', 1 oalcul.’h ‘"r 
.itr i\t) Ics-, thin liUv-tour 
dislii-h at that uduiiraljio 
d'hote at tin*. IlOtel 
rh; Sui’ch), time bej'aii to 
hang he.ivily upon me. 
Although I .ini fat, I aai 
one of the nu's»t acti\e 
iiirn in tlie iinivcrsO-in 
fart, I roll like ii ball— 
and juj'^'-rbs a love of 
locriniotion which would 
do Cl edit to the leancht 
of travellers, Ororge Borrow, Captain Clapprrlon, or Mungo 
I’ark. I titeieloro pursued a rapid course lo Paris, and thence 
to flavre. 

As Havre is tin; ilulle.-t pl.ice on earth, I (jiiitted it the next 
rlay by the “ Ariailne ' .'•leanier- the weather was balm, real 
balm. A myriad of twinkling stars ghtteied down on the deck 
which boro the Fat (,’onlnbutor to hr, native shores—the cre-scent 
moon shone in a sky of the most elegant azure, and myriads of 
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cliniijics decked the snnlinj? counienance of the peaceful main, 
l^ivas .<50 excited 1 would not turn into bed, but (>accd the 
quarter-deck all night, singing my favourite sea-songs—all the 
pieces out of all llie wliidi T had ever heard, and many 

more tunc.s %\hich 1 invcnicd on the spot, but have forgoltenr 
long since. 

1 never passed a more delicious nigln. 1 lay down happily 
tt) rest, folded in iny cloak - the eternal .star', above rnc, and Ih,»- 
ncath n»e a hoisoh.ur mauriss. which the steward brought from 
below. When i hko.i gi.'int n frt idj^'d at nioin, Wight wa.«? 
passed; the two ehurclu--. of Sfjutliainpton lay on my right 
hand ; wo weiv close lu the juer. 

“ What is yoiulfi st-.'aniei ? ” 1 a .kr-d of iho steward, piointing 
to a handsome, i^hm, hl.irk craft that lay in the harlxiur—a flag 
f)f blut;, reil, whiU*. an l yellow on une mail , a blue-pcter 
(signal of dcpiirUne) at another. 

“ 7'hat,'’ s.iid tlif ^u-wrird, “is tlu* iVninsnlar and Oriental 


StcJim Na\igation (“oinji.my's slnp ' I.aily .Mary Wood.’ She 
leaves jxirl to-day f«jr (nljialtir, lonehmg t)ii h( r w.iy at V'lgo, 
Opoilo, 1 aaid ('adi'/.” 

■‘I «|inlted the “ .\.iiailiie jasijn did the '■.line in IjOrnpriero’s 
1> eli'jiiarv, and sla- co'i'-oled lie!''< lf witii rlnnkinn; it i.s said -1 
omtle.l the ship, .itul went to tlie inn, with llie most tiemendous 
thoughts luM\;nt>, paailing. boiling in my bosom ! 

“Lisbon !" 1 said, .is 1 cut into ii cold round of beef for 
iire,akfast (if 1 ha\e been m JVjmgn parts fm a week, I always 
t.dvC eold be.of and ale for breakl i^l), “ Tasbon ! ” I exclaimed, 

" iha iJn ^ l!ie r)iy.nge gloves ol Clintia! the va.'it 

tower'’, of Jkird'ra, lleiiin, the fLi1U‘gos, .and the Talrice of 
,\cce .‘-.dados I t'an 1 -i-e .d^ lh«'''e m n wcek.^* I Live 1 courage 
I'uoiigii to go and see them ?" I took another cut at the iK'cf. 

*' WiiHt! '■ conliniu'd I (my inonih lull i<f iiuiflin), “ is it possibl'.’. 
that I, silting lieie iis I am. may witli'iul tbi* least trouble, ami 
at a liitling exjjcnse, trall-^poll myself to cadi/, skimming over 
the dark blue sea to the land '■if l!ie Sombiero and the .Seguidilia 
—of the Puchera. ihi* Miichneh.i, aiul the Abanico? If 1 employ 
my tifi^ w'cll, 1 may .^et a bull light, an iiuto-da-fe, or at least 
a revolution, I may look at the <Jark <‘ve.s of the Andalusiaa 
maid flashing under the daik meshes ol her veil; and listen to 
Almaviva's guitar as it tinkh i, beneath the balcony of Rosina I” 
” What time does the * Mary Wood ‘ go, winter I cried. 
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• 'The slave replied ‘ilic went at half-past three. 

** And does sIk; make Gibraltar ? " 1 continued. ** Say, Johlr., 
will she land me at Gibel el Altar? opposite the coastsAfric, 
whence \shil^m swarmed the galleys of the Moor, and land&d 
on the Kuroponn shores the dusky scjiiadrons of the Mostetnah? 
Do you me.an to say, 'rhomas, that if I took my passage in yon 
boat, .a few clays would transport iiio to the scene reudwned in 
British story—the fortress seized by l^ooke, and guarded by 



Eliott? Shall I lx? able to see the smoking ruins of Tangiers, 
which the savage bully of (aaul burned down in braggadocio 
pride ? " 

"Would you like anything for dinner before you go?" 
V/illiam here rather sulkily inUTmpted me; " 1 can'b be a- 
listening toj^ou all day—there’s the Iwll ofa^ ringing like mad." 

My repast Wias by this time concluded—tlic last slice of boiled 
beef made- up my mind completely, I wont forth to the busy 
town—I sought a ready-made linen warehoir.e—and in the 
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twinkling qf an eye I purchased all that was nt'ccssary for a two 
months' voyage. , 

that moment / let my mustachios grma. At a Cjiiarter- 
past three, a mariner of a stout but weather-beaten appearance, 
with a quantity of new carpet-bags and portmanteaus, con- - 
taining twenty-four new shirts (six terrifically striped), tv^o dozen 
ditto stockings — in brief, rver\ihing necessary tor tra\el — 
tripped lightly up the ladder the " Lady Mary Wood.'" 

I madt a bow' as T have ''fcn T, 1\ f'ot)kc do it on the stage. 
“Avast there, my he.iity,'' T said; “can you tell me which, is 
the skipjx?r of this hcie er.ift, and can a ‘“e.ini.ni gel a >to".age 
in her?" 

“I am the capt.ain," .said tlv' gentleman, rather surprised. 

** Tip us yijur daddle then, my old sea-dog, and give u'- ch.iuge 
for this here I-Icnr\* lla.M* '* 

'Twas a hink-iiote foi /"nDO, and the number wa' 


IV. 

'Ibe Si'ij* It! .Sol— Doloi.s! 

IIK fii-.t thing that a 
narrow - minded in¬ 
dividual iio('s on 
.shi])board is to 
make hi:, own berth 
coniforuible at the 
ovixmseof his iieigh- 
Lours. Tilt; nc.vt is 
to (.iitici'=c; ilic pa.s- 
-seiigcrs round about 
him. 

Do \ou remark, 
when Hnionv meet, 
with wh.ii a scowl 
they salute each 
other, as much as to 
s.^y. “ bhs.s your 
eyes, what the angel do you do hero?' Young travellers, that 
is tb say, adopt this fascinating riiocie of introduction, I am 
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old in voyaging—I go up with a bland smile to one and every 
passenger.^ I originate some clever observation about it?e 
ness of the wcatlier; if there are ladies I manage to make some 
side appeal to Mew, which is sure of a tender appreciation; 
above all, if there are old ladic*;, fat ladies, very dropsical, very 
sca-sickr or ugly ladies, I pay them some delicate attentionr-I 
go up and insinuate a pillow under their poor feet, Tn the 
intervals of sickness 1 whisper, '* A leetle hot sherry and w'ater?'* 
All these little kindnesses act u]->on their delicate hearts, and I 
know that they «ay to themselves, “ How exceedingly polite and 
w'ell-bred that stout young man ! ” 

“ It's a pity he’s so fit,” says one. 

“Yes, but then he’s so acti\e," ejaculates another. 

And thus, my dear and ingenuous youth who read this, and 
whom 1 recommend to lay to heart cvcr> single word of it—1 
am adored by all my fellow -paswingeis Wlien they go ashore 
they feel a pang at parting with th<‘ir amiable companion. 1 
am only surprised that I have not been vot(*d several picoes of 
plate uixm tlvse occasions -perhaps, de.ar youth, if you follow 
my example, you may be more lucky. 

Acting upon this benovoU-nt plan, I shall not begin satirically 
to descrilx: the social pa««ongers tliat tread with me the deck of 
the “Lady Mary Wood,” 1 shall rot, like that haughty and 
supercilious wretch with the yellow whiskers, yonder, cut short 
the gi-ntle eftoris at gf)od fellowshiii which human beings around 
me may make—or grunible at the dinner, or tlie head-wind, or 
the narrowness of the beiths, or the jarring of the engines—but 
shall make light of all ihe'^e nay, by ingenuity, turn them to a 
facetious and moral purjiose. Here, for iiistan«-e, is a picture 
of the ship, takcji under circunu-tajiccs f)f gnsit difficulty—over 
the engin---room-- the funnel snorting, the ship’s sides throbbing, 
as if in a fu of ague. 

Tlierc! 1 flatter myself that is a mn'-terpioci.* of pers{jectivc. 
If the Kojal .Academy would exhibit, or Mr. Moon would 
puVjlish, a large five guinea plate of the “ main-deck of a 
steamer,” how the public would .idinirc and purchase t-, With 
a little imagination, you may fancy yourself on shipboard. 
Ik fore you is the iron grating, up to which you see peeping 
every minute the pumping head of the engine; on the right is 
the galley, wlicre the cook prepares the victuals that \vc eat or 
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not, as weather ixirraUft, near which stands a living likeness ot 
iflr. Jonrs, the third engineer; to the left, and running along 
the side of the ixiddlo-boxes, are all sorts of mysterious little 
houses painted green, from which mates, mops, cabin-boys, 
black engineers, and oily cook'.'j assistants emerge ; above is the 
deck between the two paddle-hoxc-,, mi which the captain walks 
in hi.s white trousers and t«‘lcscope (you may catch a glimpse of 
the former), and from which in bad weather he, sptiaking-trumpet 
in hand, lides the whirlwind anil rliiucts th«' storm. Those are 
the buckets in case of fire ; see how they are daneing about! 
because they have nothitig ebe to do—1 trust they »wil alw'ays 



remain idle. A ship on fire is a «'onvey,ince by which I haw no 
mind to travel. 

Farther away, by the r|uaiter-',leek you see .leeurate 

jwrtmilsof Messrs. MacW'hirter ami MaeMindo, «)f Of.'orto and 
Saint NTary's, wine-nierclienis ; and fu t'ai awa' , on the quarier- 
deck, close by the <l:nk hclmsinan, wuh iIk* binn.ack' shining 
l»cfore his steadfast eyes, and the I'ligli'-h tl.ig streaming Ixihind 
hiiii'j-jlit is a confounded head-wind) \ou () niv wililly 
be.atirig, my loo su'-ceptible hcait - you see DOI.OKICS ! 

I wiitc h(.r name with a soil ol despair. 1 think it is four 
liours ago .since 1 wrote that waail on ih.e paper. 'I'hey were at 
dinner, but (fer a particular n*ason) 1 cared not to cat, and s^it 
at my desk apart. The dinner went .away, either down the 

11 
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throats of the eager passengers or to the black caboose whence 
it camc'“des>.sert p;is.scd—the stin set—tea came—the luooa 
rose—she is now high in lieaven, and the steward is laying the 
snpper thing*;, and all tliis while I have been thinking of 
UoioKi>, noi,uKi:s, DOl.OKKS I 
She is a little far off in the i)ictuve ; but by the aid of n micro- 
‘■cope, my dear sir, yon may *-e>* every Imoainent of her delicious 
lonnunance- c\ory fold of the drapery which adorns her fair 
I'orm, and falls clown to the loveliest foot in the world I Did 
yon ever sec anylhinj^ like that ankle?— those lliin open-worked 
‘-tockings make my lieait Uiunip in an indescribable raptare. I 
would drink her li'‘allh out of tint shoi*; but J swear it would 
not hold more tlian a licjui-ur gla*-of wine, before she left lis 
•ih me ! that I 'houKi lia\e to wtiie the wc^rvls /iV/ //c—1 tried 
to make her likeness ; but the abommabli- brute oi a steam 
engine .slnv^k so that- -would you brheve it**—tins is all 1 could 
make of the loveiie'it face in the worM ! 



liOl.OKK-.—A v«;Kf!,rrif 'IAKI.'J IN’ KOeoU WKATHI'l 


I look tw n .It lliat with a melancholy ple.isuro. It is not very 
like her certainly ; but it was drawn from lier - it is not tlic ro.se, 
but it has beem near it. Her complexion is a scjrt of gold 
colour—-her eyes of a niellingdecp, unfatlioniably di;ep, brpwn— 
ami as for her hair, the varnish of my Iv'st Ix'ols for evening 
jiarties is nothing compared to it for blackness ancl polisli. 

She used to sit on the quarter-deck of .sunny afternoons, and 
^moke paper cigars—oh, if you could have seen how sweetly she 
smiled and how prettily she puffed out the smoke! I have 
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got a bit of one of them wl)ich 1ms been at her sweet lips. I 
shftll get a gold box to keep it in sonic day when 1 am in cash* 
ITiere she sat smoking, and the young rogue? of the ship used 
to come crowding round Ikti MaeWhiUer was sorry she didn't 
slop at Oporto, MacMurdo was glad becraisc ‘he was going to 
Cadiz—I warrant he was -niy lienri was burst asunder with a 
twang and a snap, and she e.irriod aw'riy lialf of it in the Malta 
boat, which Ixire Inu awav fioni me f<>r ever. 

Dolores wns not like ymjr comnir>n inincing I'nglish girls---she 
had aivvays a repartee and a joke up<)n her red hi^s which jn.idc 
every one around her laugh -'‘ome of ihie-.e j«)kos I w<mld repeat 
were it not a Vireacli of conlidonce. and liad lh'*y not been uttered 
in the Spanish languagi*, of wliieli 1 don’t iindi r-tand a woid. 
Sol ui.cd to sit <]uite silent and look at her full in tlie face lor 
hours and hours, and offer lu-r my honuge that wa>. 

You .should lia\e seen how ale too ! C>ur table was 

served four times a day -at breeJdast, with such tlelicacics as 
beefsteaks, bubbl<‘-iin(i-'<pi ak, lne<l ham and tgg-;, Ijadied 
goose, &c., twice laid --of all wlneli tntle^, little Dolores would 
have her share; the same at <limu-r wlien .‘lu‘ was well; and 
when beneath the inllucnce of angry Neptune the poor soul w.is 
stretched in the bt'iili lA ‘ickne'.s, the st<‘W'ard^ would ne\crtlie- 
less bear away plates uprui plate*- of \i('tuak- U> tlvtlear suffering 
gill; and il would bf “ Indi stew for a lady, if you jdcase, sir;" 
—‘'Rabbit and onions for the ladies' cabin;" “Diiek, if you 
please, and ];lenty of slufting, for the Spanish lady." And 
such is our blind p.ali.ihty when tin' heart is concerned, tliat 
1 adinirecl that ('onduol in my J >ol<jri's wliich 1 should have 
detested in raher peoi;Ic. I'<'»r netaiuc, if I had seen Mis'; Jones 
or Miss Smilli making peculiar ]ilay with her knife, or inilling 
out a toothpick after dinner, what would have been my feelings ! 

but i only saw iierfeetioii in Dolores. 


V. 

* ^ Fiom viy Lo^^Book Sm, 

We are at sea—yonder is FinDtorre. 

Tile dnly temix*st 1 have lo rlesciibc duiing the voyage is that 
raging in my owa stormy interior. It is most provokingly un- 
conifortably fine -veather. Ab wc pass U.‘-hant there is not a 
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cloud on the sky, there scarcely seems a ripple on the water— 
und yet—oh yet! it is not a calm within. Passion and 
sickness arc raging there tumultuously. 

Why is it I cannot eat iny victuals ? Why i.s it that w^en 
Stcwaid brought to my coucli a plateful of Sea-Pie (I called 
wildly for it, having read of the dish in maritime novels), why is 
:t that the onions of which that delectable condiment seems to 
be mainly composed causofl a convulsive shudder to pass from 
my nose through my whole agonised frame, obliging me to 
sink back gasping in the* crib, and to forego all food for many 
many hours ? 

1 think it must be iny lov !or Do-orc'' iii.it causes this despe¬ 
rate disinclinaiioii for lood, and vet I h.ive been in love many 
tinier before, and 1 don’t n* eel ever having lost niy desire for 
my regular four meals a tl.iy. I believe 1 n\ust be very far 
gone this time. 

T ask Frank, llie steward, liovv is the SehoKi ? She siiflers, the 
(h^ar dear Soul! She in the la(Ji''5>' cabin—she has just had a 
plate of roast-pork {.MrrnMi in to lier. 

She always choo'i^s tlu: dishes with onions--she comes from 
'.lie siyiny Soutli, where both onions and garlic arc plentifully 
nseil—and yi somehow, in the depr«-s‘^ion of iiiy spirits—I wish, 

1 wish she hadn’t a partiality for th ii particular vegetable. 

It ib the iievi d.iy. 1 li.ive lo't almo'^t all count of time ; and 
only know how to tr.ace it f.iinlly, by reincMTiberiiig the cham- 
p.igne d.ivb—Thursday a:ul Sunday. 

I am abominably hungry. And yet when J tried at break¬ 
fast !--0 horror! - -I was obliged to plunge back to the little 
cabin again, and have not been heanl of Since then 1 

have been lying on my back, sadly munching biscuit anrl looking 
at the glimmer of the sun thioiigh the dc-adlighl overhead. 

I was on the sofa, enjoying (if a wretell .‘•o miserable can be 
said to enjoy anything) the fresh .sea-breeze which came through 
the open port-hole, and played upon niv dewy brow. But a 
confounded great wave canu* flouncing in at the orifice, blinded 
me, wet me through, wet all my linen in the carpet-bag, rusted 
all my razor-?, made water-buckets of my boots, and played the 
deuce with a tin of sweet biscuits which have formed-my only 
Folace. 

lla! lia! What do I want with boots and razors? I coukl * 
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not put on a boot now if you were to give mtj a thousand guineas. 
I fould not shave if my life depended on it. I think I could cut 
my head off—but the razors arc lus^ty, iind would not cut clean. 
O Dolores, Dolores! 

The hunger grows worse and worse. It seems to me an age 
since butcher’s meat pas'-od these lips; and, to adtl to my 
misery, I can hci-ir every word Iht; c.alloiis wretches are saying in 
the cabin ; the ehitter of ihe platc'^, tlif popping of the soda- 
water corks—or can it be ch:un[)agnc day, and 1 a rii‘'f*f.'bic 
groveller on my mattress? 'I’lie following is ilu: conveisation ; — 

Captain. Mr. Jone'-, may I h.ue the luniour of a glass of 
wine? Frank, soim; champagne to Mr Jones. 

Cohnel Condy (of the Spaniiili service). 'I'hal’s a mighty 
delic«at<i ham, Mr, Crira r , may 1 tlirubblc yc for imotheT slice? 

Jilr. Mut^fltrdo (ol Saint Mary'*:, .‘lierry-mcuhanl). Wher ■ 
does the Proveedor gel lliis slierry.-* If he would send to iny 
cellars in Saint Mary'^ 1 would put him in a couide of butts of 
wine that shouldn't co>t him li.dl ilui money he pays for Ihih. 

.l/r. A/ui. ll'hi/hr (ol Opono). The .•iheity’s good enough 
for sherry, which h, never worth the drinking ; but the poitia 
abominable. Why doesn’t he eome to our liou'-'’ for ii .■* 

Capuiiif. 1 here is noiliing like leather, gentlemen.- .More 
champagne, Frank. Mi, I5ung, try the macareni. Mr. Perkins, 
this plum-pudding c.ipitak 

Steward. .Some pudding for Mr.-., l^igbody in the cabin, and 
another .slick of diu k for the Seiu>ra. 

And so goes on the hoiTid t.ilk. 'I'hey are eating—t/rt? is 
eating; tlicy laugh, they jest. Mr. Sniiih jocularly inquires, 
" How is the f.it gentleiiiaii that was so g.iy on board the first 
day?" Meaning wt, of course ; and I am lying supine in iny 
berth, without even strength enough to pull the rascal’s nose, 
1 detest Smith. 

Friday. — Vigo; its bay; beauty of its environs. — Nelson. 

Things look more briskly; the swell has gone down. We 
are upeui deck again. We hav<‘ brcak.kisted. We have made 
up for the time lost in abstinence during the two fomicr days. 
Dolores is on deck; aiul when the spring sun Is ^ui, where 
.should the butterfly be but on the w ing ? Dolores is the sun; 
I am the remainder of the .simile. 
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, It is astonisihing how a few hours' calm can make one forget 
•the long hours of weary Iwirl weather. I can’t fancy I have 
ill at all, but for those melancholy observations scrawlcti feebly 
down in pencil in my jounuil yesterday. I am in cleai> shining 
white ducks, niy blue sfurt-coll.irs falling elegantly over a yellow 
bandanna. My nmslnehios have come on wonderfully; thejy 
are a little reel or so. but the Spanish, they say, like fair faces. 
1 would do anything lor Dolores but smoke with her; iJta£ I 
confess I dare not attempt. 

It nppcnib It w.u ilso 11 oi-' IhscwY that made me so ill. 
We were in V'lgo yesierd.'iy (a plague take it I I have mls-sed 
what is said to be om* of tire nuist beautiful bays in the wdrld); 
but T was ill, and getting a. httle sleep ; and when it is known 
as a fact that .i N'clson was always ill on first going to sea, 
nei*d a Fat t'ontributor be ashamed of .i manly and natural 
weakness ? 

Siii/fntiy.—Dr ,a‘iption of Dporto. 

We were ofi‘ the liar .it an exceedingly early hour—so early, 
that although a gun tiu-d and waked me uiit of .i sound sleep, 
[ did not rise to examine the town. 

It is throe miles inland, and therefore cannot be seen. It is 
famous for the generou'. wme which bea»'5 the nanre of port, and 
is drunk by some after dinner; by olhi.r, and 1 think wiser, 
lX'r=ion>, simply .ifter chocso. 

As aliout tt'ii limes as rnucli cA this liijnor is drunk in Fngland 
as is made in Portugal, it i- needless to iir.titutc any statistical 
inrjniries into the growth .ind cou'.nmplioir of the wine. 

Oporto was besiege-l by Don Miguel, the rightful king, who, 
although he h,td Marshal Pounnont and justice on his .side, was 
defeated by Don Pedro and Jlriiish Valour. 'Fhus may our 
arms over triumph ! These are the only facts 1 was enabled 
■ to gather ri-gardiiig Oporto. 

Pussr^f^f(K\. - -On coming on deck, 1 w.as marie aware th-it 
wc iiad touehi‘d land by the presence on the bo.it of at lD.n.st 
a hundred passengers, who had not before appeared' among 
us, 'fhey had come from Vigo, and it appears w'ere no more 
disposed tp rouse at the morning gun than I was ; for they lay 
asleep on the fore-deck for the moai part, in v.irious attitudes. 

They were Oallegos going to Lisbon for service—in their 
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scarfs and their tuftcrl hats, with their brown faces i-hining a-i 
lay under tlic sum. 

Nor were these the only now pni.sen!j[ors ; with lln-in came on 
board a li.df>dozen of llun^.iiian cloth-sellers, of one of whom 



here is the aceiiMli- p.)-tt.ul as 1 hiv ujjon two harrel,-i. and 
slept the ‘-leip of innocee.te /e 



But see the same indivi<lual-~ ah, liow changed 1 He is suffer 
ing from the pungs Ot boa-bickncss, and 1 have no doubt yearidng 
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for fatherland, or lantl of some sort. But T am interrupted. 
Hark ! 'tis the bell for lunch ! 

[Though rturfai fncml's log lias been in the piesent instanc'e a little 
tedious, the observant i^cador may r.cvcithcluss draw from it a complete 
and ngrevahle " ' ise, progrf ss, and condu«»ion of the malady 

of sea-sick ness. He listed; he is mellincholy; he is desperate; 

he rejeefs hi.s victu.i! ; he g 'ons hungry, hut dares not cat: be mends j 
' s spirits ^ ■■ fhciil ii”? arc rcstfireil to him, and he cats with 

redoubled vigour. This fi ^ diagnosis of the maritime complaint, we 
pronounce from experience r i-iy be perfccily relied upon.—E ditor.] 
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FROM OUK FA'I CUNTR r I’.fTOR. 

0^ IJoAKo niK P. O Ship 

“ J'.l Kkl MrotMkK," oi l- Al.l'XANDttrA. 

F at <'ONT'KIIiirrON, inrlcori ! 1 Uiy flown my jxn), and! 

smile in l>ilUT -< nm as J wnte the sarcastic lillc—I re¬ 
member it was that winch 1 ai'^umcd when my ixTcgrirutions 
began— it is now an ah-urd ruismjiner 

I forget wlience 1 wrote to xon l'i''l. W'e were but three 
weeks from I-Inglaml, I think- off Caih/, or Malta, perhaps—1 
was full of my iceollef’tions of Dolores—full in othei ways, too. 
I have tri'oelleil in the Kast since then. 1 Ii.ive.seon the gardens 
of Bujukflcre anil t!i(‘ kioslrs of thi’ Seraglio : 1 h.ivc seen the 
sun Slinking behind Moiea\ InIK, and rising over the red waves 
of the Nile. I havt traviIUd like Ikinjannn Disraeli, L’lysses, 
Monckion Milnc-j, arid ilu; eminent hUge^. of all times, t am 
not the fat being 1 v;.>s (aiul proudly styled myself) when I loft 
my dear dear Tall Mall. Wni recollect niy Nugee dre^s-coat, 
with the brass hntioni- and ean.iry silk lining, that the author of 
the “Spirit of the .Xge" used to envy ? 1 never confessed.it— 
but t wao In agonies whi;n I wore ih.d coat, I was girthed in 
(Inwardly) .so tight, that I thought every day after the third pniriSe 
.'ipjplcxy would eiiL-uc -anfl had my name and address writtea 
most legibly in the biea.si-ilai), so tliat I might be carried home 
in I was found siK*cchl'‘;,s m the .street on ray' return from 
dinner. A smiling face often hides an aching heart; T promise 
you mine did in that coat, .md not my heart only, but other 
regioi^. There is a skeleton in every house and mine—no—I 
wasn't exactly a sk<-leton in that garment, but siifTered secret 
torments in it, to which, as I Like it, those of the rnqiiisitioii 
were trifles. 

I put it on t'other day to dine with Buckshcesh Pasha at Gland 

II 2 
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Cairo—>1 could have buttoned the breast over to the two buttons 
behind. My dear Sir—1 looked like a perfect guy. I am wist d 
aw'ay—a fadin" flower—1 don’t weigh above sixteen and a half 
now. Eastern tr.ivel has done it— and all my fat friends may 
read this and consiiler it. It is something at least to knonv. 
Byron (one of //.») tovik Mn-^'gar and starved iiiinself to^et down 
the disagreeabit* plenitude. Viiu'g.ir ? -nonsense—try Ea^em 
travel. 1 am bound to s:iy, howt'ver, that it don’t answer in-all 
cases. W.uldiloM*, for instance, nith whom 1 have been making 
the journey, has bu]i;('d oui m the sun like a pumpkin, and at' 
dinner you '-ee hi-. .muI \^al'leoal bullous spirt violently off 
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hU garments— no longer able lo boar ilie eonru’ement there. 
One of thorn hit <’olonol Isourcillon plumiJ on the no>e, on whicli 

the Frenchinar- But to return to my <A\n case. A man 

always spe.iUs most naturally and truly of iliat which occurs to 
himself. 

1 attribute the diminution in my si/.c not lt> my want of 
appetite, winch has been uniformly good. Bale ale is,to be 
found universally throughout 'I'urkoy, Syria, Oi'cce, and'iisgypt, 
and after a couple of foaming bottles of l^ass, a man could eat 
a crocodile (we had some at Bneksheesh Pasha's, fattened hi 
the tanks of his country villa of Isl Muddee, on the Nile, but 
lough—\ery fishy and lough)—the appetite, 1 say, I have found 
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lo be generally good in thcsic regions—and attribute the cor¬ 
poreal diminution solely to want of .slkkf. 

Tgive you my word of honour as a gciitloman, that fot sc^'cn 
"withs / have never slept a ^viak. It is my bilief that 

nobody does in the ICast. You get tu do without it |3crfectly. 
It may be said of those countries, tlicy are so hospitable, you 
are never alone. You have always friend'. lo come and pass the 
iiiglht with you, and keep you alive with llieir che«‘rful innocent 
gambols. At C onstaiitinoide, at Athens, Malta, Cairo, tlibraluir, 
it is all the same. Yonr watclifnl fricml>- pcrsi-^.t in paying you 
attention. '1’he frisky ainl ag’lo flea--the slow but Jl auy-pur¬ 
posed bug—the fairy moscjiuto with his nu llovv-'-ounding horn— 
rush to welcome the fcu.ingcr to ilicii ^hon*—and never leave 
him during his stay. At first, mid bofou* you are iwd to the 
manners of the counliv, thoaitcntion i'.>.uii--r annoying. Here, 



for uj^Tiicc, is my miniature.—You will sen tliat one of my 
eyes was shut up tcmpoiaiily, and 1 »lre\v the pictuic by the 
solo light of the other. 

Man is a creature of habit. 1 did not at first like giving up 
my sleep. I hi'.d been used to it in isngland. I occasionally 
repined as my friends persisted in calling my attention to them, 
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grew,sulky and pe(.:vihh, wished myself in b<.'d in London—nay, 
in the worst bed in the most froqut*nted, old, mouldy, rnuslty. 
wooden-galleried roach inn in Aldgale or Holborn. 1 recollect 
anight at the " HujI/’ in poor dear old Mrs. Nelson’s 
well, well, it 15 nothing to the Jiast. What a country would tms 
be for T'ifTiii, and what a noble tield for his labours ! 

T'hoagh I ajn ur.i;d to it now, I can’t say but it is probable 
that when I got bach to Lngland I shall return to my old habits. 
Hero, on board th*' I*enin‘'Ular .ind Oriental Cmipany’s mag¬ 
nificent steam-ship “ llurrumiiootcr," I tliought of trying whether 
1 could sleep any more. I h:nl got the sweetest little cabin m 
the world ; the bertli', rather small and tight for a man of still 
consideiable proportion', -but ever)tiling as n«'at. sweet, fresh, 
and elegant as the nio-t fastidious ainat' ur <if the nightcap 
might desire. I hugged the idea of lia\jiig the little palace all 
to myself. I plaeefl a neat white nightg(jwn and my f.ivouritc 
pink silk cap on the lop berth riMiij. 'l li'’ sea was as eleai as 
glass —the breeze eaine cool arid jelVeslung llinaigh the port- 
hole—lhe towers of .-Mexandria fadi'd aw.i\ .e. our ship sailed 
westward. My Kgyjjtijn friend', wore loft behind. It would 
soon be '?unset 1 longi-d for that calm hour, and mearivvljile 
W'cnt to enjoy my;.elf at ilinnor with a Iminlied .uid forty pas¬ 
sengers from i^uez, wlio laugh d .ind joke<l, drank champagne 
and the exhilarating Ilodgson, and tnouglii l!ie latest news 
from Dumdum or FnUygbiir. 

1 happened to '^it nexi.at tabk to the French gentleman before 
mentioned, Coloin*! .Souieillon, in the .arvice of the Rajah of 
Lahore, returning to lurrop.* on lea\e of abn-nce. The Colonel 
is rix feet high- with a grim and yellow i>hy^iogntmiy, with a 
red ribbon at his button-hole course, ami large black nms- 
tachios cui’ling up to his eyes—to one eye tli.it is—the other 
was pul out m mortal combat, which has likewise left a 
furious purp'e gash down onir cheek, a respectable but terrible 
Vght. 

“Volts reg.ardez ma cicatrice,’’ said the ('olonel, perceiving 
that I eyed him with interest. " fe I'ai rebate on Blspagnc, 
Monsieur, A la bataillc dc ViUoria, que nou'» avons gagff^ sur 
vous. J’ai tue de ma main Ic grrredin Fi*lilinart<chal Anglaia 
qui ma donn<5 cette noble blessure. Elle n’est pas la seule. 
Monsieur. Jc possede encore soixante-quatorze cicatrices sur 
le corps. Mais j'ai fait sonner partout le grrrand nom dft 
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Fyance, Vous Ctes ninitciiro. Monsieur? Non?—Fasscz-moi 
le poivre rouge, s’il vous plait." 

The Colonel emptied the cayenne-pepper cruet over his fish, 
aikd directed his conversation entirely to me. He told me that 
oars was a peifidious nation, that he <‘stf'emed some individuals, 
butdete.sled the country, which he hoped to see Acn-rnsi un /ouk 
He said 1 spoke I'n iich with reniarkabh' purity ; that on hoard 
all our steamer-, tl'cre was un inraiuous ton-piracy to insult 
every person bearing the name of rr.'iuhm.iri ; that he would 
call out the Captain diiirily iliey cairn* .i‘-1iore ; that lie could 
not even get a cabin--had 1 one -' O i my affirmative reply, he 
said 1 was a person of such anu.il);<: manneis, and so unlike 
my countrymen, that he wouhl sli.ae my cabin with me — 
aad ’instantly shouted to the Llewanl to put Ins trunks into 
number 202 . 

What could T do? W'lten I wuil on di ek to ^nioke a cigar, 
the Colonel retired, pretending a /<■/.•/«■ vnv//, -uffenng :i horrible 
mal He mcr, and dre.idful sluioiing jiani- in llurty-scven of his 
wounds. W’hat, f -aj, could 1 do? 1 h;id not the cabin to 
myself. He had a riglil to sleep tiun at any rate, 1 had the 
best berth, and il lie did not .mote, my* lest would not be 
disturbed. 

But .ill! my de.ir irionds -when I tnought I woulrl go clown 
and sleep—the btst <1. ep after seven weeks—latiey what I saw 
—he was asleep lu m\ betih. 

His sword, gun, ami pi' to!-cases blocked up the other sleeping- 
place ; his bags, trunks, pip''S, cloak'-', ami portmanU’aus, every 
corner of the little room. 

“Ql’t v.\ Toaicvi the inon.-lt i, with :i tenific oath, as [ 

entered tlie cabin. " Ah I e’est \oiis. Monsieur: poiirquoi 
■diablc faites-vous tant de bruit ? J'.u une petite sank'; lai£<;cz- 
moi donnir en pai.x. ’ 

I went upon deck. I shan't sleep till 1 g.-t back to Kngland 
again. I paid my pas'-.age .ill the w.ny home ; but I stopped, 
and am in (piarantine at Malta. 1 eouldn’l make the voyage 
with.t^at Frenchman. 1 have no money , sind me sonic, and 
relieve the miseries of liini who was once 

I'lij. l‘vr Con Hi IBL TOR. 
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CHAPTER II. ^ 

. os THE J’EOSriXTS OK PUNCH IN THE EAST. 

Ta the V.dilor of Punch (confidcniial), ■ 

Mr oE\k Sir,—I n my last letter (which was intended for 
the public eye), I was loo niucli afTected by the recollection of ‘ 
what 1 may be pernAittcd to call the 



AK.\!aA^ MC.IiTi’ KN rj-.KTAINML'.N’Ts, 


to allow me for the moment to commit to paper that useful 
information, in the impavt.ngof winch yotir fournal -«///■ Journal 
—the world's Journal--yichls to none, and which the Pritish 
public will naturally expect from all who contribute to your 
columns, 1 address myself therctore privately t<i you, so that 
you may deal with the facts 1 may communicate as you shall 
think best for the general w’clfarc. 

Wli.it I wish to point out especially to your notice is, the 
lus^tonishing progress of /V;;< h in tin* h'ast. Moving according 
to vour orders in strict incognito, it has been a source of wonder 
and delight to nio to hear how often the name of the .noble 
Miscellany was in the mouths of Hiitish men. At Gibr^tar its 
jokes passed among the midshipmen, merchants, Jews, &c., 
assemblr'd at the hotel tabic (and quite unconscious how sweetly 
their words sounded on the ear of a silent guest at the board^ 
as current, ay, much more current, than the coin of the realm. 
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At Malta, tho first Greeting between Captain Taffus and some 
(fther Captain in anchor-buttons, who came to hail him when 
W'e entered haibour, related to Punch. " What’s the news?'* 
exclaimed the other Cajnain., " Here's Punch," \v'.a5 the imme¬ 
diate rcT^ly of 'rngus, luinUiTig it out-- and the other CaiJtain’s 
face was suffused with inst.mt snnlea ns his enraptured eye 
glanced ovei some ol tlie Ix-auleous designs of I-eecb. At 
Athens, Mr. Smith, second-cousin of the n-spected vicc-consuU 
who came to our inn, «nid to nie inysterioU'.ly, “ I'm told we've 
got Pl'NCJl on board." I to<ik him u'^idc, and pointed him out 
(in corifiiJenc<-) Mr. Wadddove, the stuiiuh't man .dl our 
party, as, the anlhor in que.'^Lion. 

Soincwliat to my anno>cinci‘ (fiw I wa*-. compelled to maintain 
my privacy), Mr. \\'. wns a'.ked to a splendid dinner in con¬ 
sequence—a dinner \\hi(.li ought by rielus to have fallen to niy 
share. It was a consol.ition to me, hnwiwer, to tliiiik, as ] ate 
rny soliLnry lepnst at out? of the de.irest and worst inns I evir 
entered, that though / might be overlooked, Punch was respected 
in the land of Socrates anil I'encli's. 

At the l’'ir.vus v.e took on board four young gcntlcnu'n from 
OKfi.rd, wholi.id iH'en \i-iling the scenes consecialed to them 
by the delightful a^soci.Uic ms of ilie LiUl-- CJo , and asthey paced 
the deck and looked ai the lambent st.irs that twinkled on the 
bay once thronged with the gallev'i ot Thenii.stocfes —wh.it, Sir, 
do you think was tin: song tlu'y chanted in chorus? Was it a 
lay of burning Sa[5plu) ? Was it a thrilling ode of Alca-us? No; 
it was-- 

“ H.nl I .'111 nvri<!e tn ^ppcd, 
lleciii yc IM stitko liiin ? no, indcnil," J\c. 

which you had immortali'-cd, T recollect, in your .sixth volume. 
(Donkeys, it must be premised, arc most numeriais and flourish¬ 
ing iiitAuica, cornriionlv besiridrien by tlie modern < Jrceks, and 
no doubt e.vtensively pofiular among the ancients—unless humari 
nature has v<*ry much ciiang'‘d since their lime.) Thu.s we find 
that Puuih IS rcspieted at < ).xford as well as in Athens, and £ 
trust at C'ambndgo likewise. 

As^wr .sailed through the blue Bo^phraus at midnight, the 
Health of Punch was eutliusia;iica1ly drunk in the delicious 
beverage which sluire.s his respect.ible name ; and the ghosts of 
Hero and Leander musl have been startled at hearing songs 
.appropriate to the toast, and very tlilfereut fiom those with 
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which I have no cloubl they nuiuscil each other in times so 
ingly descril)cd in l-empricre’s delightful Dictionary. I did not 
sw the (Joldcn Horn at Constantinople, nor hear it blown, 
pipobably on account of the fog; 'but this I can declare, that 
Punch was on the table at Mi-sseri’s Hotel, Pera, the spirited 
proprietor of wliich little kiu'w that one of its humblest contri¬ 
butors ate his pilaff. Pilaff, by the way, is very good; kabobs 
are also excellent; iny friend Mohoinet KtTendi, who keeps the 



kabob shop, close by the Kope-ba/aar in Constantinople, sdlsas 
good as any in town. At the Annenian shops, too, you get a 
sort of raisin wine at two piastrc.s a bottle, over which a man can 
spend an agreeable half-hour. 1 did not hear what the Sultan 
Abdul Medjid thinks of Punch, but of wine he is said to be 
uncommonly fond. - 

At Alexandria there lay the picture of the dear and venerable 
old face, on the-table of the British hotel; and the 140 passengers 
from BurruintolUh, Chowringhce, &c. (now on their way to 
England p<^r “ Burnimpooler ”) nished upon it—it was the July 
number, witli my paper, wlncli you may remember made such a 
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sensation—even more eagerly than on pale ale. 1 made cautious 
inquiries amongst them (never breaking the incognito) regarding 
the influence, of Punch in our vast Indian territories. They say 
that from Cape C'omorin to the Sutlej, and from the Sutlej to 
the borders of Thibet, nothing is talked of but Punch. Do.st 
Mahomrned never inis'ies a single number ; and the Tharaw.addie 
knows the figure of I.(M‘d Hronghani and his Scotch trousers as 
well as that of hi■> favourite vi/jf-r. Punch, my informant states, 
has rend'Ted his loublii]) so popular throughout our I£aslern 
possessions, that ^\c^■ he to be sent out to India as Governor, 
the whole army .ind pcopk' would shout with joyful rcc,^gr’itioii. 
I throw out tins tor the con^nleralion of Government at home. 

1 asked TJuckshce.di I'.i'-ha (\\iih whom I had the honour of 
dining at Cairo) what his aiigii'^t Ma'-ur Uioiight of Punch, 
And at Tin; Pvkamii'S -but of the^; m anoth»‘r letter. You 
have here enough to -liow yr-uliow kingly the diadem, boundless 
the sway, of Puiuh is in the ICr-l. l>y u we an* <’nablcd to 
counterbalance the intluciu'e of tlu'Fiench in K.gvpt; by it’we 
are enabled to spread ei\ili.'.ition over ihe\:ist Indian C ontinent, 
to sonthe the iim.ilfd feelings ol the Sikhs, and keep the 
liurmeso in good liuinoin. by means of Punch, it h:i.-> been our 
privilege to evpc^^-e tin- flo'^igus of Kiissi.i nioiv oflccliully than 
Crquharl ever did. .ind to tins Sii .Siralford C'.iuiiing can testify, 
\ proud ami noble poH is that which }ou, Sir, hold over the 
Intellect of the W’oilfl , a trememlous power you exercise! 
May you ever wii'ld ii wisely and gently us now! “Siibjeelis 
parcere, superVjos tlebclKire,” be \our niollo I I forget whether 1 
mentioned in niv l.i-t tliat 1 was witlumt funds in quaiantine .at 
I'ort Manuel, Malta, and shall aii-xiou-ly expect the favour of a 
corumumcation from rcst.intc at that town.—With 

assurances of the higlnsi consideration, bclirve me to be, sir, 
your most failltful S' rvaut and C'orre'pondent, 

'Inr. 1'— CoNTKinuTOii. 

P.S. —We touched at >myrn:i, where 1 purchased a real 
Smyrna ipo7igc, which triHc 1 hope- youi huly will accept for 
her toilette ; some real Turkry rhubarb for your dear children ; 
and if friend .going to S) ria has jiromisoil to procure for me 
some real Jerusalem artuhokes, which I hope to see flourishing 
in your garden at-. 

[This letter was .'uidrescej “ strictly pi iv.atc .and confidential" to us; 
but at a moment when all men's niiuds .uc turned towards the East, and 
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ev<Mry information re^nrtlinff "the cradle of civiUsation" is anxiously 
loolfed for, we have d' omed it our duty to submit our CorreSpDnden( s 
letter to the public. The news which it contains is so important and 
^tartiins;—our Co» respondent’s views of Eastern affairs so novel and«re* 
markable—that they must make an impression io Europe. We begithe 
Observe*', the Times, See., to have the goodness to acknowledge wetr 
authority, if they .-xvail themselves of our facts. And tor us, it cannot 
but he a matter of piitle and gratifir,.uion to think—on the testimony of 
a CoiTf.spondent who ha«. never ilcceived yet—that onr efforts for the 

g ood of jn.uikind are appreciated by such vast and vririous portions of 
le human race, and th.U our sphere of Uiefulncss is so prodigiously on 
the increase. Were it not that diiin>‘r has bet n announced (and conse¬ 
quently is getting cold), wc would iuhl more. For the present, let tis 
content ourselves by statin'.: that the intflligonce conveyed to US is 
most welcome as it is most sinpri^uig. the occ.iaicm of heartfelt joy, atld 
we hope of deep future mcdiLiiioii - Kiu roK.l 


ClIAFTHR III. 

yf'/'cwr. 

There arc .some beautiful uindmilK nc.ir Athens, not, I be¬ 
lieve, df'pictcil by any artist, rinil wliicli I dare 5,\y some people 
will adtnire because they arc Athenian wiiuiiuills. T'he world 
is matlc .so. 

I was not a brilliant boy at school- -the only prize I ever re¬ 
member to h.ave t;ot was in a kind of lottery in which 1 was 
obliged to subscribe with seventeen other competitors—and of 
which the prize was a dogging. I'liat I won. Hut I don’t 
think T carried off any other. Pr/^sibly from la/inoss, or if you 
please from incapacity, but I certainly was rather inclined to be 
of the side of tlie dunces—Sir W'alier Scott, it will be recol¬ 
lected, wa.s of the same specie*. Many yiamg plants sproutcrl 
up round about both of us, [ dai'* say, wiili a'-ionijliing rapidity 
—but they have gone l<^ seed ere thi.s, or were never worth the 
cultivation. Gr^.u genius is of .slow'cr growth, 

I always had my doubts about tlu‘ classics. When I saw a 
brute of a schoolmaster, whose mind was as cross-gnunwl as 
any ploughboy’s in Christendom ; w hose manners were tho.se 
of the most insufferable of lleavim’s creatures, the English snob 
trying to turn gimtloman; whose lips, when they welNs’ not 
mouthing Greek or grammar, were yelling out the most brutal 
abuse of poor little cowering genllcmon standing before him: 
when I saw this kind of man (and the instructors of our youth 
are selected very frequently indeed out of this favoured class) and 
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heard him roar out praises of, and pump himself up into enthu¬ 
siasm for, certain (.Ireek poetry,— I say I had my doubts about 
the genuineness of the article. A man may well thump you or 
call you names because you won’t learn--but 1 never could take 
to the proffered delicacy ; the lingers that offered it were so dirty. , 
Fancy the brutality of a man wl)o began a (Jreck grammar with 
'* ri/TTTW, 1 tlira'-li ! ” We were all maile to begin it in that way. 

When, th('ri, I came to Athens, .ind saw that it was a humbug, 

I hailed the f.ict with :i soil of glf)oniy joy. 1 stood in the 
Royal Scjiiare. and curs< d the country wliiv.h lias made thousands 
of little b*)>.s miscrablt.-. I'lu y h.ue bine •^tripe^ on the new 
Greek flag: I ihonglit bitt<'ily<if my own. I wished that my 
schoolmaster had bei-n in the place, that w’e might have fought 
there for the right ; and that I might have immolated him as 
a sacrifice to the man-s of little bojs flogged into premature 
Hades, or pining a\/av ami sickening umlcr the destiny of that' 
infernal f Jrcek gr.umn.ir. I have often thought that those little 
cherulw w'ho are carveil on tombstones and are ri'presentcd as 
po'.scssing a he.id and wing.s only, aie de.'-igned to eon.solc little 
children-usliei and beadle belaboured—and say "there is no 
flogging where we are." iMfini their conformation, it is impos¬ 
sible. Woe to the man who ha'i harshly treated one of them ! 

t)f the ancient buildings in this beggarly town it is not my 
business to speak. Ik tween ourselves it mu^t be acknowledged 
that then: w'as some merit in the 1 feathens who constnictcd 
lliem. Hut of the 'IVmple cjf Jupiter, of which '.omc’columns 
still remain, 1 declare wiih conritk'nce that not one of them is 
taller than our own g’orious Monument on Insh-Sircet Hill, 
which 1 hoarLily wi-h to sc(‘ again, whereas upoih the columns of 
Jupiter 1 never more do'-iie to .set eyt ',. On tlic Acropolis ami 
it,s temples and tow’or'. I .shall also touch bi icily. The frieze of 
the T’arllumon is well known in ICnglarul, the famous thei'au''’ dc 
frieze being earned off In I.oid Islgm, and now in the British 
Museum, Grc*al Rus'^cH Sircei, Bloomsbury. The Isrcchtheum 
is another building, which I suppose lias taken its name from the 
genteel club in l.ondon at a corner of .Saint Jaines'.s Square, it 
is ftkewise called the '1 enipk' of Minerva T-'clia:^ — a capital name 
for a club in London cerkiinly; fancy gentlemen writing on 
their cards " Mr. Jones, Tcniple-r*f-Minerva-Polias Club."—Our 
country is .Mirely the most classical ot i'-lands. 

As for the architecture: of that temple, if it be not entirely 
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Stolen from SfuJit Pancnis Church, New Road, Gtvice I 
am a Dutchman. "The Tower of the Winds" may be Seen' 
any day at Edinburjfh—'and the Lantern of Demosthenes is at 
this very minute perched on the top of the church in Rcrgent , 
, Street, within a hundrt'd yards of the lantern of Mr. Drummond! 
Only in London you liavc them all in much better preservation 
—the noj-es of the New Ro.id caryatides are not broken as lliose 
of Ihoir sisters hero. 'I'he lenjplo of the Scotch Winds 1 am 
pleased to say I have never seen, but I luwti no doubt it is 
worthy of the Modern Athen.-- - and as for the Choragic temple 
of Lysicrates, eironeously l ailed DiMun-ihenes’ Lanlcni ■■from 
Waterloo Place you can sc-e it well ; wlureas here it is a ruin in 
•the midst of a huddle of dirty huts, whence you try in vain to 
get a good view of it. 

"WTien I s.iy of the 'I'enijile of Thi”^eus (quoting Murray’s 
(iuide-boc)k) that " ii is a peri[)ter.il ln^vastylo with a proiiaos, a 
[losticum, and tivo columns lietween the anla ," the conmiouest 
capacity may perfectly imagine the place. Fancy it upon an 
irregular ground of eoppcr-eolonn-d herbage, with black goats 
feeding on it, an ' sound of perpetual donk'^ys braying round 
about. Fancy to l ? souththe puiple locks and towers of 
line Acropolis inceti j the eye io the .-xonth-cast the hilly islands 
ind the blue /F'gc i. Fancy tin; cob.ilt skv above, and tlic 
temple itself (built ' Peiitelie m.irble) of the exact colour and 
mouldiricss of a ripe Stilton cheese, and you have the view' before 
you as well as if you had been there. 



As for the modern buildings—here is a beautiful design of 
the Royal Palace, built in the style of Migh-Diuch-Greck, and 
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resembling Newgate wliitewashcd and standing on a sort of 
tnangy desert. 

The King’s German Guards (Sirirf/Sou/Soi) have left him per¬ 
force : he is now attcjided by petticoated Albanians, and I saw 
one of the palace scnlrlu^, as the sun was shining on his sentry-, 
box, wisely couched behind it. 



Tli'i f'hainbci:, abnut lo when wo arrived. The 

Deputies were thronging to tile capital. Oiu; of tin m had come 
asa third-clan's pn^iseiigcr of an I'ingh-'h jstcamcr. took a first-class 
place, and thrt*ati‘ncfl to l)l)\v out the brains of the ."toward who 
remonstrated with hull mi llu‘ irregalanty. It i^^ <liiite ncodlesa 
to say th.il ho Kept hi- pKiet'-•-ainl as the hotiourable deputy 
could not re.uJ, of eour^'C lie could not be e.\pectcd to understand 
the regulations inipo-.od by the a\aricions proprietors of tin; boat 
in question. Hippy is tin* eoiintry to ha\e such niakers of laws, 
and to enjoy ilie lilK’riy eonsiijueni upon tlie representative*^ 
sy.stem I 

liesides Otho’s palace in the gri‘at sqii.are, there is another 
house and an hotel; a Jountain i.-- going to be erected, and roads 
even are to lx* made. At jirescnt the king drives up and down 
over the mangy pl.iiii before irn'iilioned, and the grand olhcersof 
state go up lo the palace on d<jiiki'ys. 

for the Hotel Royal--tin; KoikCitone Hotel might take a 
. lesson from it-—they eh.irgc five shillings .sterling (the coin of tho 
country Is the gamma, lambda, and delta, which I never could 
calculate) for a bed in a double-bedded room ; and our poor 
young friend Soratchley, with whom I was travelling, was com- 
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polled to leave his and sit for safety on a chair, on a table in t!ic 
middle of the room, * - ' 

As for me—but I will not relate iny own paltry suftcrings. 
The post goes out in half-an-hour, and I had thoiight ere its 
<leparture to have described to you ('onstantinopleand my inter* ' 
view with the Sultan there-his splendid offers—the Princess, 
liiidroulbadour, the order of the Ni'-liani, the Pashalie with three 
tails—and my firm but indignant rejection. 1 had thought to' 
describe Cairo—interview with MeliLMiiet Ali- proposals of that 
prince—splendid least at the house of niy dear friend Hucksheesh 
Piisha, dancing-gitls and inaipci.ius after dinner, and their extra¬ 
ordinary disiclosures 1 lint 1 should fill volumes at this rate; 
and I can't, like Mr. jaiiies, wrih! a voluim: between breakfast 
and luncheon. 

I have only lime rapidly to jot down my CkiiAT adventurk 
AT THE PYi{AMiL)ti--and PuNr/t^ eiuhronisaiion tlierc. 


CnA]>rLR IV. 

Piniih lit lit' l'))aunili. 

TfiK 19th day of October, iS.;; {tlu‘ seventh day of the month 
fludjinudj, and the 1229111 year of the Mohammedan Hejira, 
corresponding with the i6,7f>9th anniver-,ary of the .jSth incarna¬ 
tion of Vwslmoo), is a day that oiighi heieafter to be considered 
eternally famous in the climes of ilu* Is.isl ami West. 1 forget 
what was the day of (jcneral Jlor.np.nte'.s battU; of the Pyiamids; 
1 think it was in the month tJumtidi of the \car Xiv6se of the 
French Republic, ami he told his .soldiers that foity centuries 
looked down upon them from the .'•uimnit of those buildings—a 
statement which 1 very nuicli douV)l. Ihit I say the igth DAY 
ov October, i5^4, is the most important era in the modern 
world's history. It unites the modem with the ancient civilisa¬ 
tion ; it couples the brethren of Walt and C'obdcn with the 
dusky family of Pharaoh and Sesostris ; it fuses Herodotus with 
I'homiis Babinglon Macaulay; it intcrwiius the pisto/f of 
the blond Angk>-Sa\on steam-engine with the needle of the 
.\byssinian Cleopatra; it weds tlie tunnel of the subaqueous 
Urunei with the mystic edifice of ('hoops. Strange play Of 
wayward fancy ! Ascending the I'^yraniid, 1 could not but think 
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ofWntei'loo Bridges in my doar native London—a building as 
vSst and as niagiiificent, us bcaiuiful, as useless, and as lonely. 
Forty centuritjss have injt as yet passed over tlw latter structure 
'tiS Irug ; scarcely an »*qnal number of hackney-coa^hes have 
crossed it. But 1 doubt whether the individuals who contributed 
to raise it arc likely to lecei'.e a belter <lividcn(f for their c.ipital 
than the swarthy sharelioldeis in the Pyramid speculation, whose 
dust has long since been liampled over by countless generations 
of their st^ns- 

If I use in the above sentence ilie longest words 1 can find, it 
is because the occasion 1., gieat and demands the fines* ,/iuase5 
the dictionary can .-.up])!}'; it is bccau‘-o 1 Iiave not read Tom 
Macaulay in vain ; it 1; because I \\i*-h to sliow 1 am .i dab in 
history, as the abo\e dates will le^aify ; it is because I have seen 
the Reverend Mr. Milrnan prcuLli in a black gown at Si, Mar¬ 
garet’s, whereas at the t'oronation he wore a gold cope. The 
19th of October was Putiih's Ct'ron.itum\ 1 officiated at the 
august ceremony. To Ijc brief -ns illiterate readers may not 
understand a svllable ot thcabovi.* j'tiecc oforii'imcntal eloquence 
—ON 'iJiK 19111 OK i)(;!'oni'K, i8.}4, I j'Asri'.i) 'ini-: crkat 
PI.ACARIJ OK PfNCIT l)N 1 MK. I'VRAMIO OK ClIJ.OPs. 1 did it. 
The Fat Contnbutitr did it. If 1 die, it could not be undone. 
If.l peri''h, I liruc not lived in vnin. 

If the forty cenluiics arc tm the summit of the Pyramids, as 
Bonaparte remarks, aii J can say is, I ihd not see them. But 
Punch has really fteeii there ; this I swear. One placard I 
pasted on the lir^t landing-place (who knows how long Arab 
rapacity will respect the sacred hieioglyjihic?). <i)ne I placed 
under a griwt stone on the summit; one 1 wavc<l in air, as my 
.Arabs raised a miglity cheer round the peaceful victorious 
banner; and 1 flung it lowarcis the sky, wlneli the P>.'‘aniid 
almost touches, and left it to its late, to mount into the azure 
vault and take its place among the constcllalioiis; to light on 
the eternal Desert, and nuiiglc with its golden .sands ; or to 
flutter and drop into the purple waP rs of lli«* neighbouring Nile, 
to swiell its fructifying inundations, and mingle w'ith the rich 
\ivify1hg influence which shoots into the t.dl palm-trees on its 
banks, and generates the waving corn. 

I wonder were there anv signs or omens in London when that 
event occurred? Did an earthquake take place? Did Slocks 
qrthe Barometer prctemalurally rise or fall? It matters little. 
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Let it suffice that the thing has lx^en done, and forms an e^'ent 
in History by the side of those other facts to which theie 
prodigious monuments bear testimony. Now to narrate bdefiy 
the circumstances of the day. ^ 

On Thursday, October 17 ,1 caused my dragoman to purchase 
in the Frank BaSaar at f Irand f’airo the following articles, which 
will be placed in the Museum on niy return :— 

A is a tin pot holding about a pint, and to contain B a packet 
of flour (which is tied up in brown paper), and C a pigskin brush 
of the sort commonly used in Europe—the whole costing about 
five piastres, or one shilling sttTlmg. Th<jy were all the implc* 
ments needful for this tremendous iinderiaking. 



Horses of the Mo‘-aic Arab Lroe'l —1 mr.Mn those animals 
called Jerusalem ponies liysoine :n I'mgland, by others deno¬ 
minated donkeys—are thecoininoii means of tran'^port employed 
by the subjects of Melicrnet Ali. ^'^y excellent frwuid Buckshccslt 
Pasha would have rnountul me ei'lier on his l.itourite horse, or 
hib best ilromcdary. But I (lecline^l those proffers--jf 1 fall, 1 
like better to fall from a short distance than a high one. —I have- 
tried tumbling in U>lh ways, and reconuneml the former by 
far the pleasantest aiul safest. T chf>so the Mosaic Arab then— 
one for the dragoman, one for the requisite'^ of lefroshment, and 
two for myself- -not that I proposed to nde two at once, but a 
person of a certain dimension hii<l best have a couple of aniraab 
in case of accident. 

1 left Cairo on the afternoon of October 18, never hinting to a 
single person llic mighty purpose of iny journey. The waters 
weie out, and wo had to cross them thrice—twice in track- 
boats, once on the shoulders of abominable Arabs, who take a 
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pkasufo in slipping and in making believe to plunge ybu in the 
stream. When in the midst of it, the brutes stop and demand 
money of you—you are alarmed, the ravages may drop you if 
you do not give- yoii proini^t* that you will do so. The half- 
naked ruffians who corKluct you up the Pyramid, when they 



have you panting to the most slt'C]?, dangerous, ami lonely 
stone, make the .same demand, pointing downwards while they 
beg, as if they would (ling you in that direction on refusal. As 
soon as vou have breatli, vou j)romiM; more monev—it is the 
best way- you are a loul if you give it when you con)o down. 
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town—KiotJ fields - fields--Fellows on dromedaries— 

Donkey down—O vit his head—Pick up picr.es—More palm- 
trees -- More rice lieltls - ■ Water-courses — I lovvhng Arabs — 
Donkey tumbles down again—Inundations—Herons or cranes 
— Broken biidges - S.uuls Tyramnls, If a man cannot make 
a landscape out of that he ha.s no imagination. T-ct him paint 
the skies very blue -thi* sands \ery yellow - the jilains very fiat 
and green -the dromedaries and jjalni-trees very tall — the 
women very brown, s(jnie with veii.-), somi; with nuse-iings, 
some tattooed, and none with .''iay'> - and tin* ])iclure is complete. 
You nniy shut >oui e>e'> aiifi taiiey \ out self there. It is the 
pleasantest way, cut re 


CLIAIH'HK V. 

Punch (it thr Pyianiiih (c^'itclndr.i). 

It is all very well to talk of sleojnng in the eombs : that question 
ha-s been settled in a former paper, where I ha\e slated iny 
Ix'liof that people do not sleep at .ill in h'gvpt. 1 thought to 
have had some tremendous visif.ns undi.r tin,* shadow of those 
€*nortiious Tyramids reposing under ihe sUi*'. Pharaoh or 
(deopatra, 1 thought, might .appear to me in a die.iin. But 
how could they, as I duln’l go to sleep 1 In^jjod for high’ 
thoughts, and sceret eoniinunmg: with the .Spirit of Poesy— 

I hoped to have let off .x sonnit at least, as gentlemen do on 
visiting the spot - but how could I hunt for rhsme.s, being 
Occupied all night in hunting for sonietliing else? If this 
remonstrance will deter a single person from going to tiio Pyra¬ 
mids, my pur[)OM- i-,'fully answeied. 

But MV c.ase w'as different. I had a duly to perform —1 had 
to introduce Pr.NCii lu(lheops--l liad vowed to leave his card 
at the gates of History—I had a mishion, in a woid. I roused 
at sunrise the snoring dr.xgoinan Iroiu his lair. I summoned 
the four Ar.ibs who had engaged to assist me in the ascent, 
ami in the undertaking. We lighted a fire of camels’ dung at 



PUNCH IN THE EAST. 


251 

tjj|e norlh-cast corner of the I'y^nniicl, just ;is the god of day 
roSci over Cairo. I'lic ember.? began to glow,—^waier was pnt 
into the tin pot before mentioned, —the jx)t was put on the fire 
—'tWAS a gloriouh—a thrilhng mmiient! 

At 46 iTiiniile.s pa‘.t 6 A. M. (by one of Dollond’s chronometers) 
the wafer dexan fo boil. 

'At 47 minutes the flour v..is put gradually into the water—it 
was stirred with the butt end of tlic biu^h bioiight for the pur¬ 
pose, and Sclnn.iklck Beg, an Ai vb, peeping over the twit too 
curiously, I poked the, bru'-h into Ins mouth at 11 miiuitL*s 
before 7 a.m. 

At 7, TtiK I’.vsii’ WAS MAPK -doubtinjj wln ihcT it was thick 
enough Sehinnkh'k tiled it with his linger. It was pronounced 
to be saiisfiictory. 

--\l tt miiuiles past 7, I ‘inned rnnnil in a mnjosiir attituile to 
the four Arabs, and aid, “l,el us mount.” I suggest this 
scone, this momtMit, this .itutude, to the (.’ommittee of the 
Arts as a proper subject for the llou-es of I’.irliainont*-BUNt'U 
pointing to the Ihi.'imifN, and introfhieing civili^ation to l''.gypi 
' - I n.ercly throw it out as :i .suggestion. What a grand thing 
the M'^ssieiirs f’oggo would make of it! 

Having given the sign.il -the >heikli of tlie Anibs sci-;cd my 
light arm, ami his biother tliii left. 'I'wo volunteer .Arabs 
pushftd me (quite untieccssaniy) behind, llie other two pre¬ 
ceded--one with .1 waUr-bottle h'r rclrcshincnl ; the other with 
the ijosters--the pot -the paint-biush and the paste. Away wo 
v/ent—away! 

i was blown at the third stej). 'They are excoipdingly lofty ; 
about live leet high each, 1 should think - but the ardent spirit 
will bre.ik his be.irt to win the go.d -beside.s, I could not go 
back if I would. 'I he two -\rab.s diaggcd nu; forward by the 
arm's—the volunteei » pushed me up from behind. It was in 
vain I remotistraled with the latter, kicking violently as occasion 
offered—they still went on pushing. We arrived at the first 
landing-place. 

I drew out the pooler-how it fluttiTed in the bre07.e ! With 
a trAibling hand 1 flopped tin* biudi into the [laste-pot, and 
.smeared tlie back of the placard ; then I pairtcd up the standard 
of our glorious leader—at to mimnc.s past 7, by the clock of the 
great minaret at Cairo, winch was clearly visible through my 
refracting telescope. My heait ihiobbed when the deed vv.is 
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done. My eyes filled with icais —1 am not at liberty to st^’e 
here all the cniotion^ of triumph and joy which rose in my 
bosom—-SO exquisitely overpow'cring were they. Where w^ 
PuNi'ii'-f.uniliar old Punch?— his back to the desert, his 
beaming turned low.ards the Nile. 

“ IJIess him ! " I exelauncd, ciiibr.icing liim ; and almost 
choking gave the signal to the Ar.abs to move on, 

'rhesc savage creatures are only loo ready to obey an order 
of this nature. 'I'licy spin a man along, be his size never so 
consid(.*rable. They rattled up to the seccjiul landing so swiftly 
that I lliougbt 1 should be brola ti winded for ever. But they 
gave us little time to halt. Y.illaii ! Again we mount!—'tis 
the Inst and rnoit arduous ascent -ilie Innh' quiver, the pulses 
beat, the eyes ‘hoot out ol the head, the biain reels, the knees 
tremble and totter, aiitl >011 aie on the summit! 1 don't know 

how many hundretl thous.and fret it is ibove the level of the 
sea, but I wonder after that tremendous exercise that 1 am rot 
a roarer to my dying lioiir. 

VVlicn coti',ciou.sne.-'S and lungs reg.iined their play, another 
copy of. the placard was jilaecd uiuler a stone - .t third was 
launchc’ti into air in tin* manner before desctibed, and we gave 
three ininienj.e cheers for Punch, which astonished the undis¬ 
covered niiimmies licit he darkling m tomb-chambers, and must 
have distuibed the broken-no-ed old Sphinx w'ho has'been 
couched for tlioiisands of years in llie desert h.ird by. This 
done, vM' made our descent from tin; Pyramirl, 

And if, my dear Sir, you .’’-k me whether it is worth a man's 
while to mount up liiose enoinious stones, I will say, in con¬ 
fidence, that thousands of people went to see the Bottle ('on- 
juror, and that we hear of gcnlltiiien becoming I'reenusons 
every day. 



BRIGHTON. 

T 5 Y “punch's” commissioner. 


. - -- 

AS ihcri"' aro coj)?;uniptivi’ trav»'ll( i"', who, by dodginjj 
about to ll.ily, to Ahill.t, to M.ulrjia, luniiiigc to cheat 
the winter, anrl for w ho-M* lung‘. a perp. tiinl wainith is noccs-aary ; 
io there arc pe«ip!i; to nhoni, in like* manner, T.ondon is a 
necessity of oxi'^irnc'', .'md who follow it all the year round. 

Such individuals, when London goi". out of town, follow it 
to Itrighlf'ti, whu’li In, .It tins season, Lonrlon jirawns for 
breakfnNt and the sfri .ni. I'lesNingN oji tlio fo.i .(.ir, which gives 
you ail appetite to eat them ! 

You may get a docent bed room and ■ itting-iooin heie for fi 
guinea a day. (.)ur friends thf| I'iotibol-. li.ive I’.iee rooniN, and 
,i bcdste.irl rliiguiscd like a clu'st of diawei'N in the dr.uving- 
room, for which they p.iy something less than .i Imndretl pounds 
a month. I could not undiTsland last night why the old geullc- 
man, v,lio usu.tlly goes to b-»d eailj, kept yawning and fidgcttinjjk 
in the dr.iwing-iooin after tea , until, with some |iesilation, he 
made the contes.sion lli.u lhcaj>:irlnient in question was his bed¬ 
room, and revealed the mystery of the artful chest of dr.iwers. 
Uotibol's hou'^e in Hedfoid Square i.N as spacious as .in Italian 
Palace ; the second door ftont, in winch the worthy man .sleeps, 
would aeconimodatc a regiment; and here they stjueozc him 
into n *‘hij(fonn}hr ! How Mrs. Ik and thi' four delightful girls 
can be stowed away in the back room, I tremble to think: what 
baqjiclor ha.s a right to ask ? Hut the air of the .sea makes up 
for trie doNeness of the lodgings 1 have just seen tliein on the 
cliff— mother and daughters were all blooming like crimson 
double dahlias! 

You meet everybody on that (.'litT. J-’or a small ch.argc you 
may hire a fly, with a postillion, in a pink striped ehinu jacket— 
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which ipay have Iwcn the cover of an arm-chair once— 
straight whity-brown hair, and little wash-leather fnexpres- 
sij^lcs,-—the clicapc.st livilo caricature of a post-boy eyes have 
ever lighted on. 

I Sflfloin u'^c'd to select his carriage, ftu* the horse and vehicle 
looked feibl(\ and imerjua! to bearing a person of weight; but 
last Sunday I saw an Israolitish family of distinction ensconced 
in the po«ir little carnage -the ladies witli the most flaming 
polkas, and flounce a all tin; way up; the gent in velvet waist¬ 
coat, with pins in his bn a-t big enough oiici; to have surmounted 
the door of his name i)awivbioker's sliop, and a complement of 
hook-nosed childn.*n, magnificent in altiro. 'Their number arid 
magnificence did not break the carriage down ; the little postillion 
bumped up and down as usual, .as the old lionse went his usual 
pace. How they spread out, aiul basked, and shone, and were 
happy in the sun there—tho-.e Iionest people ! 

The Mosaic -A-rabs abound here; and they rejoice and arc 
idle with a grave and solemn pleasie-e, a;, becomes their T-asterii 
origin. 

If you don’t min<l the expense, hire a ground-floor uindow on 
the Cliff, and cxaniiiui the .stream of human nature which passes 
by. 'That stream is a league in length : it pour.s from Brunswick 
'Terrace to Kemp 'Town, and then tumbles back again ; anrl so 
rolls, and as it rolls pcrpeluilly, keeps rolling on from three 
o’clock till dinner-time. 

Ha: what a crow'd of wdl-known London faces you behold 
iterc—only the sallow counicnaiiccs look jank now, and devoid 
of care. ^ 

1 have .seen this wry day, at e'ast ■— 

P'orty nine Knilroail Djrec'tor.s, who would liav(‘bei n at Baden- 
Baden but for the lines in i)rogress; and who, though 
breathing the fresh air, are within an hour and a half of 
the City. 

Thirteen barristers, of more or less n'puto, including the 
Solicitor-tjoneral himself, whose open and jovi.il counte¬ 
nance beamed with benevolence upon the cheerful scene. 

A Hebrew dentist driving a curntlo. 

At lea-st twelve well-known jtotoi.s or actresses. It went to my 
heart to see the most fashionable of them driving about in 
a litiU' four-wheeled pony-cliaibc, the like of which might 
be hin-d for five shillings. 
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^htn you havfe tiglu-lacerl dragoons, trotting up and down 
with solemn, handsome, stupid faces, and huge yellow mus- 
lachios, Myriads of llys laden with happy cockneys; pathetic 



mvalid-chairs trail along, looking too much like coftins already, 
in which poor people arc brought tnu lo catch a glimpse of the 
sun. Cirand equipages arc scarce; I saw lady Wilhclmina 
Wiggins’s lovely nose and auburn linglets peeping out of a cab, 
hired at iialf-a-crown an hour, between licr ladyship and licr 
sister, the Princess Oystcrow.’ik:. 


The old gentleman who Ix'gan to take lessons when we were 
here three years ago, at the Tepid Swimming P#aih with the 
conical top, I am given to understand is still there, and may be 
seen in the water from nine till five, 
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Il.W]' nlwjiys had a taste for the 
•-(.•(.'•nd-ratt in lift-. Second-rat-' 
j)«)i‘liv, for in-inncp, is an uncom' 
nu>M dral pltTi'sanler to my fancy 
linn your "r^'at thundering; first 
i.iU' f.-pic Yonr Miltons 

and Dantes arc majiiuficeiit—^l)ut a 
botv: u here as an ode of Horace, 
oi a song of 'It^nimy Mooic, is 
anvays fresh, siJarUing, ami wel¬ 
come. Second ite claret, again^ 
IS nolofi'' sly b.;d«r than first-rate 
wie.c; '.get »'ho fonnor gemiine, 
\\haTca5 the lattin* is a loaded and 
anif.u.d composition tlial cloys the 
i;aUU<* and holher.s tlie reason. 
.Scsond-rate Iwiaiity in women is 
likewise, i inaintain, more ag'-'’eal>le than liisi-ratc charms. 
Your first-rate Ix’auty is grand, .‘-evere, awful--a faultless ftigi^ 
angel of five, feet nine—superb to bcluild at church, or in the 
park, or at a Drawing-room •-bill ah! how infeiior 10 a sweet 
little Ft'Cond-r.Uc creature, with smiling <‘yra, and a little second- 
rate ncs 7Pi?vifut\ with which you fall in love in a minute. ‘ 
Second-rate novels I also as.serl to be .superior to the best 
works of iiction. 'rhey give you no trouble to read, excite no 
painful emotions—you go through them v.itli .i gentle, languid, 
agreeable interest. Mr. JamesV romances arc perfect in this 
way. I'hc tjc fins ultra of indolence may be enjoyed during 
thoir perusal. 

For the .''Umc reason, I like second-rate theatrical entertain- 
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nients—a good little company in a provincial town, acting good 
old^tupid stock comedies and farces ; where nobody comes to 
the theatre, and you may lie at case in the pit, and get a sort of 
intimacy with each actor and actress, and know t*very bar of 
the music that the three or four fiddlers of the little orchestra 


play throughout the season. 

The Brighton Theatre wouM beadmifable l)ut for one thing— 
Mr, Hooptr, the manager, will persist in having Stars'down 
ir :.ni lx)ndon — hearing Macroad>s. rooplcnclent Miss Cushmans, 
fiery WalUcks, and the like C^n these occasions it is very 
possible that the hou'-e may be lilleil and the manager's jairpose 
•iij<wercd ; but where ci^re•^ all yoin annlott go tlwai ? You can't 
over four benehes 111 ihf' pit- -you are Mpiee/^i d and buitletl 
an inconvenient crowd there - ->ou are, fatigued by tin* per- 
■ ‘lual struggles of thoapple-and-ginger-brer bo>. wlio 7i7// (rass 
. nvn your row—and for v. hat do you undeigo ibis labour? To 
•e Hamlet aiul T.a(ly Maclxiih, foia<3ot]i! H', if everybody ha<i 
aot seen them a thousand times, ,\o, on such star niglil-^ 
“'rhe Coinnn>siontT ” preter-j a wnhe cut the flitV to iht lianiis 
if the Brighton Tl-.e-itic, 1 e. 1 hii\e lirst-rate iragciK in 
ondon in tl •; eountiy give rn gcjod ohl crjuntiy fare-- th** 
, -od old comef.hes a. ‘ res—th dear good old melodramas. 

We had ono the of. ay in per cction. We were, I think, 
•bout four 01 V.1 m dn pit ; die ginger-beer boy might wander 
-iboiit quite bt In'; ea:'-. 'There was a rtsptjclable f.iiiiily in a 
priv.ite box, and : jrne plea*-aiU fe1K»ws m the gallery; and we 
saw', with leisure and ielectation, that l.imous ohl melodrama, 
“ The Warlock ot the < ileii.” 


In n pastcboaid ( utt ige. on the Ijanks of the Atiaiitii, Ovean, 
there lived once a fisherman. w!io had a little can\as boat, in 
which it is a wonder lie wm.s never swamped, for llie boat was 
not above three fef-t long ; and 1 w.i:> .asionished at his dwelling 
in the cottage too ; for though .1 two-sloreycfi one, it was not 
above five feet high ; and T arn sure the fisherman was si\ feel 
without his shoes. 

he was standing .at the door of his cot, looking at sonic 
young ^Arsons of the. ncighbourhooil w-ho were dancing a retJ, 
a scream was heard, as is^-uing from the neighhouring forest, 
and a lady with dislievcdlcd hair, ami a l)eauliful infant in her 
hand, rashed in. W'h.it rne.-ini that scream ? We wete longing 
to know, but the gallery insisted on the reel o\ei again, and the 

I 
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poor iujiircd lady bad until the dance was done before 

she could explain licr unfortunate case. ^ 

It was briefly this : vhe was no other than Adela, Countess of 
Glencairii ; the boy in her hand was (ilencairn's only'child; 
three years since her gallant husband had fallen in -or, 
by the hand of the assassin. 

lie h:nl 1 't a brother, ('lanronald. What was the conduct 

of that surviving relative? 
k w W'as it fraternal towards 

/ Mr the widowed Adda? Was 

avuncular to the orphan 

''I I years ho had locked her up 

/ J in his castle, under pretence 

\j that she was mad, pursu- 

ing hci all the W'hile with 
\ ' his odious addresses. But 

, \ refusing to become Mrs. (or 

laidy) Clanronald, look this 
\\ opporluitity to escape and 

\ j fling herself on the protec- 

jr r Ij j tion of the loyal vassals of 

'*■ - ^/\ . he: lord. 

'-J-’i \ She had hardly told her 

• \\"-irT-t-/ pathetic talc when voiws 

W w<’re henrd without. Cries 

^ of “ hollow, follow ! ” re¬ 

sounded till oilgh the wild 
.ofni ; ih enllo lon and lai'n . engaged in the rci*l fled, 
.ind the Countr:t>s and her child, stepping into llic skiff, dis- 




m. 


• ■v-.. A/h 

.M'l 




.ofni ; ih enllo lon and lai'n . engaged in the rci*l fled, 
.intl the CountetjS and her child, stepping into llic skiff, dis- 
appcao'tJ down a bloix*, to the rage and disappointment of Clan- 
ronald, who now' arrived--a savage-looking nobleman indeed! 
and followed by two ruflians of most ferocious aspect, and 
having ill their girdles a pair of those little nolcheti dumpy 
words, with round iron hilts to guard the knuckles, by'whidi 
1 know that a combat would probably take place ere long. 


And the result proved that I was right. 

Flying along the wild margent of the sea. in the next act, the 
poor Adda was pursued by Qjlnronald ; but though she jumped 
into the waves to avoid him, the unhappy lady was rescued froiii 
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lliej>rii)y dement, and coined back to her prison ; Clanronald 
swearing a dreadfiil oath that she should marry him that very day. 

He meanwliilc gave orders to his two rutlians, Murdoch and 
Hamish, to pursue the little boy into the wood, and there —there 
murder him. 

But there is always a power in mciodrainas that watches over 
innocence ; and tlicsc two wreu-hed ones were iMolected by The 
Warlock ok tiik (Jlln. 





All tlirougli iliew inisforlinu tla*; in\>lfrious being watclu'd 
them with a tender ii\t“re'.l. Wlien the two uiftians were about 
to murder the child, lu; .iiid the lishcrinan rescued him—their 
battle-swords {.dterabrief cc»riibal of four} sink i>o\verk'ss before 
bis wizard siaif, aini lln*y tied m leiror 

Haste we th(‘ Tastle of tdencairn. What ceremony is 
about to take place? \\'hat h.is as cinbled those two noble¬ 
men, and those three la dr *5 in <'a;ico trains? A marriage! 
But what a union! 'I'lie Lady Ath'la js dragged to the 
chapel-door by the truculent (/lanron.dd. “Lady,” he says, 
"'^you are mine. Resistance is unav.iilmg,’ Submit with gooil 
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grace. Henceforth, what power on earth can separate^ you 
from me ? ’’ 

"Mine can,” cries the Warlock of the Glen, rushing in. 
"Tyrant, and assassin of thy brother ! know that Glencaim— 
Glencairn, thy brother and lord, whom thy bravos were com¬ 
missioned to slay—know that, for three years, a solemn vow' 
(sw'orn to the villain that .spared his life, and expired yesterday) 
bound him never to rcvt‘al his existence—know that he is near 
at hand ; and repent, while yet there i«^ linie.” 

The T-,ady Adda's emotion may be guessed when .she heard 

iliis news; but Clanrouald re¬ 
ceived it with contemptuous 
‘^ceptici'-ni. " And where h 
tins d(‘iid man come alive?*' 
lriuglic<i he. 

•• llK is III'KF," shouted the 
Warlock of the Glen ; and to 
lling away his staff—to dash 
off las sham be.ird and black 
gown- to app(‘ar in a red dres,s, 
with tiglits and yellow boots, as 
became (jiuicairn’.s Piarl—was 
the work of a moment. The 
Countess recognised him with 
a Acrearn of joy. Clanronald 
retired, led off by two soldiers; 
and the joy of the Earl and 
C'oiintess was completed by the 
arrival of their only son (a clever 
little girl of the Hebrew' persua¬ 
sion) m the arnv, of the fisherman. 

The curtain foil on this happy scene. The fiddlers had ere 
this disapjieared. The ginger-beer I'oy went home toavirtuoas 
family probably looking out for him. The respect¬ 

able famil^lltjirtlbe boxes went off in a fly. The little audience 
spread abroad, and were lo.st in the labyrinths of the city. 
The lamps of the Theatre Royal were extinguished: 'and all— 
all was still. 




MEDITATIONS OVER BRIGHTON. 

BY “punch’s” COAIMISSIONKR. 

{rmn Ihf' Dyke.) 

--H- 

W HEN tbc cxuUni:t .lud lonj;: cared aninuil described in the 
fable revcll«‘d in.idly in tiie fro^:^ pond, dashing about his 
tail and hoof among the uiifortunaU- inhabdants of that piece of 
water, it is stated tli.it llie fi ogs rnnuiisti ated, exclaiiniiig, ‘ ‘ Why, 
O donkey, do you nniw kidong about in our liabitatioM? It 
may be good fuii to you to I.L-'h out, and plunge,*and kick m this 
absurd manner, but ii n death to •" on wliioh the good- 
natured quadruped agiei d to dneominuc his gambols ; and left 
the frogs to bury iheir dead and n*M Inaicelorlh undi-iturbed in 
their pool. 

'I'he inhabitants of bngluon an* tin; frogs and 1 tl.ire say they 
will agree as to the apj>ljeal)ility of the rest of the simile. It 
might be good fiiii to me to “ m.ii k tin n ni.mners, and their ways 
survey but could It be aliugeibei agru-able to them? 1 am 
sorry to confess U has not proved so, having received at Ica^t 
three Ulltidred letter-, of patheiie leinoM'-trance, furious com- 
pl.aint, angry swagg* r, and ilire.iii-ning omnns, entreating me, to 
leave the liiightoniaii-. alone. I he loiiging-hoii'-e keepers are 
up inarms. Mrs. Senw s.iys .vie never Vt her lodgings at a 
guinea a day, and iiuin-. me to oeeuj)y her drawing and bod- 
rodm for live guineas .a week. AI r. Sr [uc'ver sw ears that a guinea 
a day is an atrocioins e.Thimny . he noiild turn his hi-, 
children, and his hi’d-iidden mother-in-ia\v out of doors if he 
could gt t .such a sum for the loum.-. they octujiy—(but tins, I sus¬ 
pect, i.s .1 prctt'xt of Sqiieezcr'.i t(' giU lid of his molller-in-law, in 
which pfi^ect I wish him lu( k). Mrs. ISIop hope*. shi‘ may never 
again cut a slice out of a hidger's joint (tlie cannibal!) if she 
won’t be ready at tho moct rrowdidi'si of M-asons to let ln'r first- 
floor for six poumls ; and, finally, Mr. Skiver write.s Sir,— - 
Yoiir ill-advi.sed publication h.is passed like ,a whirlwind over the 
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lodging-houses of Hrighton. You have rendered out' fainilies 
desolate, an<t prematurely closed our season. As you have de¬ 
stroyed the lodging-houses, couldn't you, now, walk into .the 
boarding-houses, and say a kind word to ruin the hoteb?" ‘ 

And is it so ? Is the power of the Comnnssioner's eye so{htal 
that it withers the object on which it falls ? Is the condition'of 
his life so dtoadful that he destroys all whom he comes near? 
Have T made a post-boy wretched — five thousand lodging-bohse 
keepers fuiious- -twenty thousand Jews unhappy? If so, and I 
really possess a power so terrible, I had best come out in the 
tragic lini*. 

I went, inir<'Uaiit to ordiT^, to the Swiss Cottage, at Shore- 
ham, where the fir*t object that struck niy eye was the scene 
bpposite, in the green lake thtre, which I am credibly informed 
is made of pea-soup : two huiK'st girls were rowing about their 
friend on tiiis enchanting water. 'I'lu n: was a cloudless skv 
overhcail- rich treats were .ulverti-jecl for the six frequenters of 
the gardens ; a variety of entertainments w'as announced in the 
Hall of Amusenient—Mr. and Mrs. Arninadab (here, too, the 
Hebrews have penetrated) were advertised as about to sing some 
of their most favourite comic songs, and- 

P.iit we, 1 will not describe th«‘ [ilacc. XViiy .sliould ly)? fatal 
glance bring a curse upon it ^ 'I'he pea-soup lake W'ould dry up 
— leaving its li*'d a vacant tureen--the leaves would drop from 
the scorclied tn'es -the jnetty llovvrs would wither and fade— 
the rockets would not rise at nighi, nor the rebel wheels go 
rountl—the money-taker at die door would grow mouldy and 
die in his nu)ss-grown and deserted cell -.Arninadab would loac 
his engagement. Why sliould these things be, arid this ruin 
occur? James ! pack the portmanteau and tell the landlord to 
brin^ the bill ; order horses immediately—this day I will quit 
Brighton. 

Other appalling facts have come t<) notice ; all sliowing more 
or less t!ie cKcitemont created by my publication. 

‘I'bc offic<‘rs of the isoih Dragoon‘d, accused of looking haTid- 
some, solemn, and stupid, have liad a meeting in the messrtX)m, 
where tlie two final epithets have been rescimled in a'- .string of 
resolutions. 

But it i.s the poor yellow'-brceched postillion who has most 
.suffered. When the description of him came out, crowds flocked 
to see him. lie was mobbed all the way down the Cliff; 
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)vherever he drove his little phaeton, people laughed, and pointed 
witli the finger and said, "That is he.” The poor child wii% 
thiis.njadc the .subject of public laughter by my interference 
asd what has bt*en the consequence ? In order to disguise him 
as much as possible, Ais wmirr Aas Aou^At bint a bat. 

The children of Israel are in a fury too. 'They do not like to 
ride in flys, since niy masterly description of them a fortnight 
sinceA They are giving up their houses daily, ^^■)n remi in iIk' 



Brighton papei-s, among the departure.^ " — Nebuxarad.iu, 

hisquirc, and f.uiuly for London ; " or. *' .Soiotimu R.imothgileud, 
h%qHire, has quitted his mau‘'ion in Marine Crescent , eireutn- 
Mance^Bftving induced him to shoilen lu.-< stay .iniong u-,; " and 
so on. The people cinigi.ile by Inind’cils ; tlu-y can't lie.ir to be 
made the object of remark in thi- public walks and drives—and 
they are flying from a city of which tlu“) might have made a new 
Jerusalem. 
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CHAPri R T. 

H -WlC th<.‘ riy tU.ir to <li:-|)ntch me a line 

when thiy hn\e done* });iiiiini]n the biiK)king-room at tlie 
Mcgalhenum, that 1 may loine bu’kt(jluwn. After suffering 
as wc have all the >ear, not so imich from the bad ventilation of 
the room, as from llu; 'Jiifl'ocatmg dulness of Wheozer, Snoozer, 
and WhiflHor* n\ 1 io fn-qiieiit it, 1 had hopeil for quiet by the sea¬ 
shore here, aufl that our three abominnble aequaintanccs had 
(juitted England. 

F had scarcely been ten minutes in tin- place, iny cvcr-cicar 
Pugsby, when 1 met old Snoozer walking with young l>c Bosley, 
of the'ratterb-nud-Starvation t’hib on the opposite side of our 
sijuare, and ogling th(‘ girK im the (,'liff, the ohl wretch, as if he 
had not a wife and liali-a-ih'ii'ii dauglUer'. of his own in Pock* 
hngtfm Scjuarc. He hooked on to iny arm a^, li ho had been 
the Old Man of IheScp, aad I found iiiysdt introduced to young 
Ih; Jtosky, a man whom I have caiefnliv avoide d as an odious 
and dibieput.ible tiger, the tuft (ju whose chin has been alw^ays 
particularly dj-.agre‘\i\)li* to me, and who i** besides a Captain, 
or Commodore, or some suc h thing, in tlie Bundelcund Cavalty. 
7 'he clink and glitter of iiis spin., is pcrfc'ctly abominable : he is 
screwed st; tight in his w'aisiband that I wish it could render him 
speechless (for when he c/cw speak h(' is so stupid that he sends 
you to sleci) while actually walking with liim); and aY; for his 
'■hest, which he bulge's out against the shoulders of all the 
p.is'^crs-by, I am sure that he carries a jjart of his wardrobe in 
It, ;ind that he is wadded with stockings and hnen as if he were 
a walking carpet-bag. 
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$ This Mlow salutf'd t\vo-ti«rds of the carriages which passed 
with tx. knowing nod, and a njilitary swagger so arrogant, that 1 
feel continually the greatest desire to throttle him. 

Well, sir, before \vc had got from the Tepid Swimming Rath to 
Mutton's the pastrycook’s, wlioni should \vc* meet but Wheezer, 
to be sure. Wheo/er driving up and doun the Cliff at half-a- - 
crown an hour, with his liirleous family, Mrs. Wlicczor, the-Miss 
' Wheezers in fur lippt'ts an<l drawn b(»nnets with spring-flowers 
in them, a huddle and s<inrczi‘ of little Wheeze-rs sprawling 
and struggling on tlie back .'^oat of the carriage, and that 
horrible boy whom WlieeziT brings to the Club tune-S, 
actually seated on the box of the fly, and ready to drive, if the 
coachman should be inlo.vicated or inclined to relinquishuhis 
duty. 

Wheezer sprang out of the vehicle with a cordiality that made 
me shudder. “ Hullo, my boy ! ’’ said he. s(‘i/ing my trembling" 
hand. “What! ;wluTe? Hang me if the wliolc Club isn’t 
here. I'm at 5b Ilor'iC Marine I’.trade. Where .arc you 
lodging? We’n: out f* r a holiday, and vmII make .a jolly time 
of it. ” 

'The bcmghti'd, the eone« ited old wretch ! He would not let 
go my hand until I told In in where I resided—at Mrs. Mug- 
gendge’s in black Lion Strett, when* T ha\e .1 tolomble view of 
the sca, if 1 ri^k the of my equilibrium anil the breakage of 
my back, by stiviching ihreoquarior.s of my body out of my 
drawing-room window. 

As lie slopped to speak to ntc, his carriage of course stopped 
likewise, forcing all llie vdtich'S in front and behind him to halt 
or to prccipitati* lluMiiselves ove.r the railings on to the shingles 
and the sea. The cah.s, the (lys, the shandryiktns, the sedan- 
chairs W'ilh the poor old inv.ihik^ in'^ide; the old ni.aids'. the 
dowagers' chariot^, otit of which y<»ti see countenances scarcely 
l(?ss deathlike ; the ,'>tnjiendous cabs, out of which the whiskered 
heroes of the gallant On'‘ty-f*ncth look down on us people on 
foot; tho hacks mounted by young ladies from the equestrian 
schools, by wlit>.'^e sides the riding-masters canter confidentially 
—everybody stopped. There was a perfect strangury in the 
street; and T should have liked not only to throttle iJe Rosky, 
but to massacre Wheczer, too. 

The wretched though unconscious be ing insisted on nailing me 
for dinner before he would Ic.aVc me ; and I heard him say (tliat 
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is, by the expression of his countenance, and the glances wliic'i 
his wife and children ca-^t at me, 1 knew he said), '* That is the 
young and dashing i'olkstonc Canterbury, the celebrated con¬ 
tributor to Pumh." 

'I'he crowd, sir, on the C’liff was perfectly frightful. It is my* 
belief nobod> goi'S abroad any more. I'lverybody is at Brighton. 

1 met three huialrod at least of our acquaintances in the course, 
of a <]uartcr of .in hour, and before wo could reach Brunswick 
•Square I met danclioh, City men, Members of Parliament. I 
mot my tailor walking with his wife, witli a geranium blooming 
in his wretched button-hole, a-^ if money wa.sn't tight in the City, 
and everybody had paid him everything everybody owed him. 
1 tftrrjed and bickerieil at I’nc sight of that man. “.Snoozer,*' 
said 1 , “ 1 will go on the T'iei." 

I went, and to (ind what?—Whilller, by all that is Unmerciful! 
—Whiftlcr, whom we ^ee every day, in the .same chair, ;it the 
Mogalhcriuni. WJullh’r, wiuan not to .see is to make all the 
good fellows at the ( liib happ). 1 li.avo .seen him everyday, 
and many limes a d.iy since. At the moment of our first 
rencontre I wa'’ so so utterly civereome by rage and 

despair, that I would have Hung my.sclf into the azure waves 
sparkling calmly around me, but for the chain'' of the Pier, 

1 did not take that aqueous suicidal plunge—1 resolved to 
live, and why, my de.ir I’ligsby ^ Who ilo you think approached 
us? Were you not at one of his parties List sciuson? 1 have 
polked in Ins saloons. I have nestled under the mahogany of 
his dining-room at least cm* humlred and twenty thousand times. 
It was Mr. (loldmore, the Isa-a India Dinetor, with Mrs. G, 
on his arm, and —oh, heavens !—Idurcnee .'uul Violet Goldinore, 
with pink para'-ols, walking behind their panaits. 

“ What! you here! " said the good ami lio'.pitablc man, 
holding out his hand, and giving a ."l.q) liii tin* btiard's (or deck, 
I may say) with his bamboo ; " hang ii, evi-iv one’s here. Come 
and dine at si’veri. Brunswick .‘Square." 

I looked in Violet's eyes. Florence is rather an old iiird, and 
wears spcct.acles, .so that looking in her eye.s i'. out, of the 
question. 1 lookt'd in Violet’.s eyes, and said I'd conic with 


the greatoit pleasure. 

. As for you, De Bosky”— (I forget whether 1 mentioned that 
the whiskered Bundelcund buck had come w'ilh mo on to the 


whither Snoozer would not follow us, declining to pay the 
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t\\^pencc)—“as for you, Dc Bosky, you may come or not, as 
you like. ” 

^ ■*'Won't I," said he, grinning, with a dandified Runddeund 
nod, and wagging liis odious liead. 

I could have w renched it off and flung it in the ocean. But I 
restrained niy propensity, .and agr<‘ed tli.at, for the sake of 
economy, we would go to Mi. (.loldiiioioV in llie fcarne fly. 


CIlAl^TRK II. 


The very first spoonful of the cli ar .‘^oup .at the Director'a told 
me that iny excellent fneiul i'.iradol (the ihif who came to Mr. 
(ioldinore, Portland Pl.tce, whrn (juttlcbuiy llouie was shut up 
by the lamented levanting of the noble Karl) was established 
among the furn.acos below'. A ele.ir brown soup, —none ot 
your filthy, spiced, Kiigli'^h hell-biodi*', but light, brisk, and 
delicate,—.always .sets me off for tin- e\ening : it iir.igoiales and 
enlivens me, iny dt ar I’lig'-by : 1 give \oii iny hinnuir it dix‘s — 
and when I am in a yo.'J liumoiu, 1 am, 1 fkitli-i injself -what 
shall I say?~wi‘ll, not it/ uJi/n’t'o/'/o. 

On this day, "ir, 1 w.is delightful. Although th.U booby I)c 
Bosky conducted Mis.s Vjol<*t (Joldniore dowii'^taii.':, yet the 
WTOtch, absorbed in hi.s vieliuland naturally of an unutterable 
dulness, did not make .a ‘■ingle lem.nik during dinnt r, whereas I 
literally blazi'd with w'it. Sir, I men made one of the footmen 
laugh—.a periloiLs joke for the poor iVlluw, who, 1 dare .say, will 
be turned off in conseriuence. 1 Inllced senlirnent to I'loivnce 
(w'omen in spectacles arc ahnojit .always sentimental); cookery 
to Sir H.ircourt (Julph, who partiotilarly a'-ked my .address, and 
I h.'tvc no doubt iatemls to invite me to his dinncT-j in town; 
military .affairs with Major Tkmglcs of the Onety oneih Hussars, 
who was witli the regiment at Ahwal and Kerozeshah, and 
drives about a prodigious c.ib at Itnghtoii, w'ilh a captured Sikh 
bcliindp^ilisguiscd .as .1 tigir ; to M!‘'. (ioldmore 1 .abused f.iidy 
Toddle-Rowdy’s new c.trriages and .absurd appearance (she* is 
seventy-four if she is a driy, and she wears a white nmslm frock 
and frilled trousers, with a wig curling down her old back, and 
I do believe puts on a pinafore, and has .i little knife and fork 
and Silver mug at home, so giiii-Nli is she): 1 s.ay, in a word— 
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and I believe without fcnr of contradiction—^thnl T dclight^iil 
Cvcrybotly. 

“ Delightful man ! ’ said ^Trs. l^mglos to my excellent friend 
Mrs. fioldniore. 

" P.Mmonliiiaty crentim* ; ‘.o odd, isn’t ho?" replied tliat 
admirable woman. 

“What a llo'vV of >pirits be has !" eri«xl the charming Violet, 

“ And yet sorrows ^vpo^c under that smiling mask, and those 
outbreaks of laughter perhaps conceal the groans of smouldering 
passion and thi' shrieks of witht'ring despair," sighcijj Florence. 
“It is always so: the wretched \eem to be most joyous. If I 
didn't think that man niiscrablt^ 1 couldn't be happy," she 
adde(l, and lap ed int<J •'ileiu i*. Lilli'* Mr*:. Diggs told me every 
word of the convcr'^alion, when 1 carm* np, the first of the gentle¬ 
men, to tea. 

“Clever fi'llow lh.it," said (as T am given to understand) Sir 
ITarcourt (luljdi. “ I lik»'i.l that notion of his about croquignolfs 
d la poufftxnic: I will ipcak to Moufflon to try it.” 

“ I really shall mention in the Rank parlour to-morrow," the* 
Director reniaikcd, “ what he said aliout il.c pre-.-nt crisis, and 
his project for a c.ist iron cuirency: that rutiii is by no mcan.'> 
tile triflcr In* protends to b.*." 

“Where did he ser\c?" asked Ringles. “If he can man- 
(Kuvre an army as well as be talks alumt it, <lenimy, be ought to- 
be ('c>minandi'r-in-<''hicr. Did >ou Ix-.tr, Ca[)Uiin De Bosky, 
what lie said about pontoonnig the cclu'lon*:. and operating 
v\ith our leserve upon tie* right bank of the iiverat I'orozcshah •:* 
Gad, sir, if that iii.inoMivTe hid been porfonned, not a man of 
the Sikh army would liavc c capcd ; " -in whkh case of course 
Major Ikanglcs would liave los^ the bl.ick tiger behind his cab ; 
but Dc Boskv did not make this icniark. Th * great stupid 
hulking wriich remarked nothing ; he gorge<l him-^elf with' 
meat and wine, and w’hcn quite replete with claret, strutted up 
to the drawing-room, to show' his chest and las whilt; w.aist- 
coat there. 

#• 

I was pouring into Viok-t’s ear (to the discorntjUire of 
Florence, who was knocking about the tea-things madly) some 
of those delightful nothings vtilh which a well-bred man in 
society onlcrtain.s a female. 1 spoke to her about tlie ktst balls 
in I^oudon- aboul Fanny lunch's elopement with Tom Parrot, 
who h.nd nothing but his place in the Foreign Office-^about 
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people who were at Brighton—about Mr. Midge’s delight¬ 
ful sermon at church last Sunday--about the last fabhions« 
and the next —que uih-je y’—when that brute Dc Bosky swag> 
gered up. 

“Ah, hum, haw,” said lie, “weie you out riiidin" to-day, 
Miss Goldinaw ?” 

Determined to crush thi i odiou.^. and iniperlinent blunderer, 
who has no more wit th.in the ht'rso's In* lit-tndes, 1 resolved to 
meet him on Ins own ground, and to beji Iniii cvtui on the* 
;SuVjjjec*L of hor.-es. 

1 am sorry to say, my dear rng'-hv, I did not copfii'r* my'elf 
strictly to truth; but f desiciihed how 1 h.id j^ossed three 
mouths in the 1 Vm rt with .m Ar.ib trilie ; how 1 had a mare, 
during that jxmkkI. di-'Ci nded from Boor.iwk, the mare of the 
Prvjphet, which I afu iwanls x^ld for 50,000 jaa'-tristo Mahomet 
All ; and how*, Ixing .it IVebi/ond, siMokmt; with tiie sanguinary - 
I’asha of that pl.ace, 1 h.id bittfd, s.uldleil, «itid broke to carry 
a lady, a gri'y 'rurkuman hoise cif hi-, wlm h luid killed fourteen 
of his grooms, and bit olVlhe nose of h:s Ki'^lar Aga. 

“Do join ir. in oar tide to-morrow.” enni Violet; "the 
Downs are delightful.’’ 

“ Fairest lady. t<^ he..r is to obey.” answered 1 , with a trium¬ 
phant glance .il l)(‘ Bo'ky. 1 had done ht^ business, at any 
rale 

W'el), sir, 1 came .it two o’doik, mounted oii one of Jiggot’s 
h.ieks--an animal that I know', and that goes ■isea.'^v as a sedan- 
chair—and found the p.irty a-sembling before tlic Director’s 
house, in Hrun-Aicl: S<|uare. T in re was >oung tJoldniore— 
the lo\ely \'ioli't, in a habit that showed her form to admiration, 
and a perfectly r.iviiliing Spanish lufl 111 h'T riding-hat, with a 
little gold whip and a little pair of gauntlets —.r croquer, in a 
word. .Major P.angles and lady were also ol the paity * in fact, 
W'c were “ a g.illiint cornp.iny of c,i\.i1hm. u-, Jauies says in his 
novels; and with my heels well down. an<l on<“ of niy elbows 
stuck out, I looked, sir, like the Maitjui- of Anglosca. 1 had 
the hand, 

into her '■adtlle. .She .sprang into it like a fairy. 

La.st of all, t)ic ‘-tupid iJc IJosky came up. Ife c.amc up 
moaning and groaning. “ 1 have hid a kick in the hack from 
a horse in the liveiv-stable-.," ‘^ays he ; “1 can't bold this horse 

- I - 

—will you tide him, Canterbury ?'[ liis lioi.se was a black, 
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.wicked-looking beast as ever I saw, with bloodshot eyes and a 
demoniacal expression. 

What could 1 do. after the stories about Boorawk and the 
P.tsha of'Ircbiyond ? Sir. I was obliged to get off my sedan- 
chair, and mount the Captain’s Purgatory, as I call him—a 
di«qnsling biiUe, and worthy of his master. 

Well. sir. off we set,--Piirg.itory jumping from this side oi 
the road to t’other, shying at Mis-* Pogson, wlio passed in her 
carrLnge (as well he might at so hideous a phenomenon)— 
plunging at an apple-woinau .and stall--going so wild at a 
baker’s cart th.it I thought he would have jumped into the haft 
door where the man w as dt Inering a jne for dinner—;and flinging 
his he.id backwards, so as tn endanger my own nose every 
moment. It was all I could do to keep him in. I tugged at 
both bridles till 1 tore his jaws into .i fury. I suppose. 

Just ns we were [s^scjug under tlie vi.uluct, whirr came the 
steaming tnun with a bang, .ind shriek, niul a whiz/.. The 
brute would hold in no longer. he r.an aw.ny witli me. 

1 stuck iny f<‘et tight down in tho stirrups, and thought of iny 
mother with inexpressible agcaiy. I clutched hold of all the 
reins and a great tle.d of the mane of the brute. I saw trees, 
milestones, liouses, villiig<.;s, pass away from me-.away, away, 
away,—away by the corn-fields—aw.ty by tho W’olds—away by 
the eternal hills - aw'ay In the woods and precipices--the woods, 
the rocks, the villages tladiod by me, Uh, Pugsby! how I 
longed for the Mt galherium dur.ng lli.il ride ! 

it lasted, as it seemed to me, about nine hours, iluring W'hicli 
I went over, as T sliouUi tiiink, about miles of ground. I 
didn't come off—my hat did, a new' l-im i'ln and Bennett, 
but 1 duln't—and at length the ininriaic brute paused in 
his m.ad career, with an instinctive n^pccl for the law, at 
a turnpike gpte. I little knew the blessing of a turnpike until 
then. 

In a rninuto Ringles carnc up, bufsiing with laughter. “ Ypu 
can't manage lh.it horse. I think,” said the Major, with his 
inl'ernal good-nature. " Sh.tll 1 ride him? Mine is a quiet 

LKMSt." ''f*' • 

I WMs off Purgatory's b.K*k in a minute, .and as I mounted on 
P*anglcs'.s hackney, f«.*lt as if T w.'u^ getting into bed, so easy, so 
soft, sr> downy ho seemed to me. 

He sanl, though I nevef can believe it, that \vc had only come 
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a^ut a mile and a half; and at tliis nionicnt the two ladies and 
De Bosky rode up, 

‘ * Is that the way you broke the E^asha of Trebizond’s 
horse?” Violet said. I ^javo a laugh; but it was one of 
despair. T should have liked to plunge a dagger in De Dosky's 
aide. 

I shall cotno to toun directly, 1 think. This Brighton is a 
miserable Cockney place. 


END or 
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A CIIAIIACTLR 

(Vii iiiliodtw' if/'i iWr (Ihinxil'i). 

I 

W '. havr plLa^iuv if> In* aoriuainlcd with a young fellow 
hy tlu‘ of Adr•■[ifiM.i who, like many 

anothrr i)<’n<in of Hi's ng#* .ind rank in life, ha.s been .*:miUcn 
with a love, for lil< t.)r\ wliich ha\{* brought him to 

ceily min. 

He gained a (Ii'cvnl in.iiritf'nanee jk aFMslaut in the shop of 
Nfi-'^srs. a]iolli( e'iTii-s, t hi'.ip^ide, but e\en then W'as 

ob.'erved iv’vei to ii\o\e without a Ihroii in his poeket, and 
used to ainu'.e the other eents in the e<-tnbhihinent by repeating 
W’hole pa^.^ge-; from S>heliey, W’ord^woith, and Moore, To 
one young man he c rmfided a large ledger of f ■oeni.s, of his own 
comjKJsitiou ; but being of a timid turn, .and tlic young man 
falling asleep duiing the n-ading of the \ery fit^t ballad, 
Adolphus ne\(T attf inpted a sinular proceeding with any of his 
coinr.ides again, but grew iikmc nu)ro-c and poetical, frequenting 
llie theatres, coming late to business, Ihing alone, and turning 
down his t.hirt>collai . mo: c and more every day. Messis, IJutlcr 
had alnuM deiennined, allhotigh with regret, to turn away the 
L'ul, when he pn'vented that ''tep on their patt by .signifying his 
own intention to retiie. Ills gi.uidmoth'’r, who, we are led to 
beliHe, kept a small sliop in the tfiwn of Yoik, left Adoljihus a 
fortune of three hundred j^nuiids m tlie 'Three per Cents, which 
sura he thought lully ade<iu.ite lcn' tlie making of ins fortune in 
his own way. 

His pai'Sioii was to become an eilitor of a magazine; to 



MISS TICKLETODY'S 


assemble about him " the ^eat spirits of the age," as he calU I 
them ; and to be able to communicate his own contributions to 
the public, aided by all the elegances of type, and backed by all 
the ingenuities of puffery. 

That ccUbralevl nuscellany, the /Aniy's Lute^ then being for 
sale—indeed, if a gendeman has a mind to part with his 
money, it is very hard )f ho cannot find some periodical with a 
broom at its mnsllu-ad—Adolphus, for the sum of forty-five 
pounds, bccanjc the propin'tor .md ‘ diU'r of the Luie; and 
had great pleasure in seeing his own name in the most Gothic- 
capitals upon the title-page - his jiot'ins oeciijn’ing tlie place of 
honour within. The honest tclio\\ lia-i ‘'Oine good mercantile 
notions, and did not in tlic lea^t lie'-it.iie to s.iy, ou.llie part of 
the proprietors, anil on the 11\ U-.if oi die M.iga/ine, that the 
Public of IsnghuKl would rejo're, u eain, that the groat aid of 
ADOI-IUIL’S Sim< oi:, ICstpiire, iiad \ -n ‘i-turid, at an immense 
expense, tor tlie l-iu/yi l.u'c; th In-, einitnbiilions wouid 
henceforth be confined to it, . 1 that tlie ileliglited world 

would have [ir(.K)fs of his mighty g'-miis in '■■ong. 

Having got all the poets by ait, he had a pretty knack of 
imitating them all, and in mg!c ball.ul would give you 
^pccimens of, at lulf-a-i en <iiffeient ‘'lylos. Tie had, 

moreover, an criiph.Uic way of is own, v.Ineh was for a liille 
lime popular; and the public, for mv.’ \ear, may be ‘•aid to 
liave been almost taken in by Adolplui^ Sm ;--as they l>avc 
been by other hleiary cluiractet-• ol hi' Idiid. It is, W'C do 
believe, a fact, that for a ccrinm tii Xdolphuij’s Magazine 

actually juid its eonuibutc "s , .iiu! it i mown trutli, that one 
liidia-paper proof of tli'' iJOinait of iai f, whieh ho published 
in the second year oi liis odUvuslnp, was bought by a young 
lady, a sincere admirer of Ins poene:. 

In the course of eighteen montle. h»‘ <d his manuscript 
ledger of poetry -he publislied liK "GIkhiI,”.! poem in I^onl 
Ityron’s style ; his “ Leila," aftti the niannei of 1 rimiias Moore ; 
his “Idiosyncrasy," a didactic p<*em, dial ‘•liongly n'lnindcd 
one of \\'orflswf«rth ; and Ins "Goiidola, a Venetian laxy,** 
tlint may be eonddered to ])i? ‘slighily .similar to the woIks of 
L. E. L. 'I'hen he raiiie out witli a 'I'r.igcdy, calledPerdition, 
or the Ro.dcrucian Gnminons," of wliich the dulncss was so por- 
tetjious, that at the enil of the fouith act it was di.soovercd there 
were not more than thiily-lhrec siil.>:a'riber.s left Uj the Magazine. 
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^Suffice it to &ny, that though he continuer] the work despe¬ 
rately fpr six months longer, pouring, as he soirl, tlie whole 
ciuTgies ot‘ his soul into its pages-(th.‘ fact was that, as there 
was no more moneys there viese no nif)rr* cojilnbutors)—though 
he wrote articles pathetic, profoiuul, anil humorous, commenced 
ronjances, and imliteil the most billiT .md sarcastic reviews, the 
Lttily s Lufe ft‘ll to the J 4 rf)imd—its cliorrls, as be said, were 
rudely snapjH-d asuiidor, and In- w1h» 1i:u 1 swept them with such- 
joy went foitii a wrcielji'd and herullnoken man. 

He passed three mr)Mtlis m I Icr Majesty's Asylum of the Fleet, 
from whence he issued in biocarle robi*-(Ie chainb'-r' and lh<'! 
possessor of the cnl-gla‘"s bottles and .diaving trumpery of a 
drci>sing-case, the «-ilvor emers r)fwhii'li lie had pawned in order 
to subsist while in duranoe. 

Our belief is th it Mi'-s 'I'ickletoby is his lelation ; it is certain 
that he slei'ps in her l)ack garn.t (and tin* venerable age of the 
lady puts all scandal out ot ilic (im^ition); he lias, wn arc fully 
certain, instructed licr pupils in penniansliii), /illingup hL> leisure 
inoincnls by woiing hat would have be'-n contributions to 
Ih*’ Maga/iiies. il those woiks would but lia\e accepted the 
ftaiie 

IJc still speak'^ of the /.uiy s l.uit' as of tlie greatest periodical 
that ever was produc'd, and but the otla-r day apologised 
warmly to the wiitir of tins for lia\irig abu'>ed l)i'> early volume 
of Poems—“ Lyiics of tin' Soul " they wore called—written at 
fixteon. when we were ''tuileiilb at the University of T/ondon. 
lie per-ists in th.inking that the author of " T.yrics ot the Soul ” 
has ricvvr forgiM'n liim, that he has never been the same man 
since, but has pined away undei tlic i-fTects of that withering 
sarca-in. Out next wou., h«' '■ays, was the bitter Slough of 
Dcspaii” il was calltd ''Tlic la*wiiy Drngsnian ; or, Love in 
Taqiu>ri)on(i Sire'*l.” 'rin-,, at le;.t, the reader will remember. 
Could anything hi* mote frank than its humour—more joyously 
low thtin every one of tlu: scenei in that truly racy production? 

Jt is needless to sav, vve have no sort of anger against poor 
Adp^hus; but that, on the contrary, meeting him very wild 
and gloomy, and more than usually dirty, at the "Globe," ir\ 
Bow Strt'ct, which we both freiiuent, it was a great pleasure to 
us to lend him seven shillings, which enabled liim to order a. 
dish of meat in addition to that unhappy half-pint of beer which 
seemed rcaMy to form all his dinner. 
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The dinner and the inonoy made liim communicative; and 
was good enough to confide to us the history of a vast number 
of his disappointments — "His blighted opes —his withered' 
dreams of hourly years—his ‘ vain hanibition"’ (Adolphus !s a 
f-,ondoner, whatever his grandmother may have bc'cn), and at 
the end of all, he pulled out a manuscript (which is always 
rather a frightful object to a literary man), but instead of read¬ 
ing it began, thunk Heaven ! only to discourse about it. It was 
another’s writing, not his own. 

‘‘Halfn'd/' said he, "you know 1 hocciipy no common 
position in the htirary world. I avo at least done so, until 
misfortune hoveriouk me. iny .-’OrrowF, I've been kindly 

oused by a muniliccnt iKing- .t woman (‘ 'ore’s to ’er,’ ” said he, 
ilraining his gUiss solt^iimh, "who <loub1os li.ill our joys, and 
ulvcs hall our sorrows--to woman I"). iia\ing finislied his 

brandv-an(l-\vat<*r, lie resumed : - 

» 

" I lever since hi'vc been m the oie'c of that liangelic being— 
she’s hold, Ilalfri'd, hol<l enough to be my grandmother, ami 
so I pray you let the sm-cr pass away from your hjis—hi'vc not 
neglected, has you may hirnagiri'-, tin* sacred e.ill'iig for which 
hi feel hi Wiis horn. I'oesy has been iny sfil.n.e m my lonely 
hagonie.*?, hand I've tried the newspapor‘; h.-ill round. Hut 
they're a c.ilious .'iiid ard-caricd set, thi'^^e hlciary men—men 
who liavo feasted at my t.iblc, and fii.-ift'i-d of ni) wine-cup— 
men, who in the d:i}’S of my prospiTiiy h.ivo grown rich from 
iny purse—will you believe it, thry won’t ficcojU a single harticle 
of my writing, and scornfully pa’^s m*' by ! \\’or'.e than this— 

they refuse to elp me by tlv most simple pulY, for me and mine ; 
would you believe it, my doai fiiend, Miss 'J’lckleloby has just 
commenced a series of lectures, for which hi'm hon.xious to get 
the world’s good opinion, and iwu one paper will hinsert the 
little description I’ve written off. The the Ilargns, the 

lleriiy hi’ve applied to ’em ah, and they’re hall the same—hall, 
lull, ungrateful." 

" My dear fellow, if you will write ver'-e," said I- 

"It's not vers<’," .uuswored Adijlj^hus, " it’s pro-'C--a Report 


of Miss T.'s lecture, prefaced by a modest leading hartiele. 


II 


*' I'll sec if I can get it into Punch'' said 1. 


" Hush, Punch!" .shouted he. 


"1 leavens, liave vou fallen so 


low? 1, write Punch! (Jraciou.s powers In Punch'—\xi 
Punch P' 
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•^Uum or brandy, sir?” sai(i Betsy, the waiter, who caught 
the last word. 

said Adolphus (with a good deal of presence of' 
mind); and, as he drank the steaming liquor, took my hand. 

Halfrcd,” said he, “ tell me tliio one thing —docs Punchpayf 
for, between ourselvc';, Mis.*} Tickictoby sa>s that she’ll turn me 
out of doors iniless I can make myself useful to her and—pay 
rn> bilk" 

Adolphus Simcoe is to be juud for Ins conti ibuligns, and next 
•iiJtek we shall begin Miss 'I'iclJotob}’'' Lectures. 


— 


LkCTlJlM- I. 

We have just had the joy to be jirei'onl at <*no of the most 
splendid exhibitions of intelligence which has been witnessed In 
our splendid and inlelligonl time. 

The great spirit of ibstoiy, disbiled in a mighty niiml's .ilcm- 
bic, outpouring, elear, ricli, Mxoiig, intoxicating oft -'o delicious 
was the draught, and so e.ig'T the surroimtiing drinki'i--.--llio 
figures of statesnum aiul In roe;,, we-e luioes and heimc states¬ 
men, caught up fiom iheii darkiie->s in the fai pa-^t. and made 
by the enchantress to slime belore us \isible ; the gorgeous and 
gigantic meiTioi les of old lime rising stately from their gia\cs, 
and looking on us as m life they looked ; such wi re thoughts, 
sensations, visions, that we owe to the eloiiucncc oj Miss 'I ickle- 
toby this day. 

We write under a tuinondous emotion, for tlie word*, of the 
fair .speaker still thrill in <»ur ear^; nor can we render account 
of one lithe pari of that mv‘*tie li.irmony of words, that magic 
spell of poesy, which the eleg.int oratux flung round her audience 
—a not readily-to-be-dissip.ned charm. 

fSuffice it to s.iy that, pui'^iiant to ner announccmciu.s in the 
public prinks, this accomplisht'd lady commenced her series of 
I-ectuijjiB on Knglish History to-day. Her friends, her pupils, 
those who know and esteem her (and these consist of the rarubt 
of I'ngland’s lalciit, and the brightest of lier aristocracy), were 
assembled at one o’clock punctually in her modest dwelling 
(No. 3 I-cg'Of-Vcal (.'ourl, Little riritam, over the greengrocer’s; 
pull the third bell from the bottom). We were among the first 
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to attend, and gladly give the publicity of our columns So a 
record of the gloriou*! transactions of the'day. The reporters 
of this paper were employed in taking down every wot^ that 
fell from the speaker’s lips -(would that they could have likewise 
transferred the thrilling tones and magic glance which mode 
her words a thousand times more precious); we. on the other 
hand, being from our habits more accustomed to philosophic 
abbreviation, have btm contented with taking down rather the 
heads and the U'f we may ti'^e the phrase) of Miss 

Ticklctob)’s discourse, and we llatlcr ourselves that upon a com¬ 
parison witn the text, the analysis will be found singularly 
faithful. 

We have spoken of the public tharacler *. a word now regard¬ 



ing Miss 'I'icklctoby the loopunt. She has long been kno^tn- and 
loved in the quarter of which she is tlie greatest blessing and 
ornament—that of St. Mary Axe. 

From her <'arly life practising tuition, some of the best families 
of the City owe to her their earliest introduction to letters. Her 
Spelling-book is w’ell known, and has run through very nearly 
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edition; and when we rank'among her pupils /Aif of 

cm of the eUrks of Alderman Harmer AND A NifeX'ii OF A LATis 
HONOURED Lord Mayor, wc have said enough to satisfy the 
most fastidious votary of fashion with respect to the worldly 
position of those who sit at Kliss 'ricklotoby’s feel. 

Miss Ticklctoby believes ihiit education, to be effective, should 
be begun early, and tln'refon- i»'C(.‘ives h<'r pupils from the age 
of two upwanls. X.iy, ’'he has often laughingly ob'^erved that 
she would have no objoctujn to lak»', them from the month, 
as childhood’s training can lu vor Ik; too soon coniniciiced. Of 
course, at so UMider an ag«-, se\ is no <'t>n=«idenUion. Mi'-'i 
Tickletoby’s children (as she Iom-s 10 call tlu-m) arc both of the 
sterner and the s<jfter vaiietics of our human •’[ifcics. 

With regard to her educational svsteni, it is slightly coercive. 
She has none of the new-fangK-d lu.tion'' regar<ling the inutility of 
corporal punishnicnfs, but, lemcnibi riiigtliHr effect', in In.'r own., 
case, docb not besitat^’ tf) npjdy thrin wlicnever necessity urge’s. 
On \Vednecda\s (h:ilf-li(ilj<la\'-') ‘'he pro}jO‘'4’s to cleliver a cencs 
of lectures ujjon J''rigli'’h liistory, octasionnlly (it would appear 
from a hint in tin* javst ui rlisumi 'i’) tiivei‘-ilied by subjects of 
lighter and more hoiulay ],md. H r ciiuU ^ittcvd thnn all — 
not can the public of this city do better th.in ftillt>\v our c.vmiple. 
The price of ticket-, foi tlie ^i.\ lecture- is --miu'jKnce, 

t'.ui su. }i tliuiijs be. 

■\iul ovoie.^inf ii>. like .1 • luiul, 

Wiiljoul our '')K;cial woiuicrV 


Tin: i-Kf 'rt’KK-Roo.M. 

The lecture was announced ioi cmi* o’clock, and arriving at 
that hour, we fouml the loum full nf irink and f.isl)ion. Kxccllent 
accommodation was . rranged ior il'.« ])ubljc prt'ss. Flowers, 
.some of thoic clieap but l<At‘l\ and uiiorous ones which form 
the gloiy ot F.ngl.ind’'- garden, weie piac-d ta''tefull\ here and 
there—on lh«; mantel, on the modest table at whicli stootl the 
lcctifr»fs chair, ,tnd a l.u.ge and hMgr.mt boiKjuet in the window¬ 
sill. These were (with tin' <’Vceiit.'on of a band.sonie curtain 
that hung befoie ilu; (ioor from wliun .Miss 'I’lckletoby was to 
iiSue) the sole ornamenls of th«‘ ‘'iiiiple acaiiemic chamber. 

The lovely children, with wistful < \cs and cheeks more flushed 
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tlmn any roses there, were accommodated with thelt u^uak, 
benches, while their parents w’era comfortably ranged in chairs 
behind them, ’Twas indeed a thrilling siglit—a sight to bring 
tears into the philanthropic heart—^happy tears thoughr—su,ch. 
as those spring showers which fall from the lids of childhood* ^ 
and which rainlvjw joy speedily dries up again. 

'I'he bell rings: one moment—and the chintz curtain draws 
aside ; and ’midst waving of kerchiefs, and shouting of bravos, 
and with smiling eyes fixed upon her, and young hearts to • 
welcome her, thk steps forth. A'oiv, our task is' 

over. Gentles, let the enchantress ^-fx^ak for her'iclf. 

Having cleared her \oiee, and ga/mg lound the room with a 
look of affection, slie begrui 

THE IJsCTHKls. 

Mv Lovf.s, —With regard tu the early Ifistory of our beloved 
countiy', lx^fore King Alfred a^centled the throne, I have very 
' little indeed to say; in the* first place, Ix*causo the story itself 
is none of the most moral—conaisting of accounts of murders 
agreeably varied by invasions : and secondly, dears, In'cause, to. 
tdl you the truth, I hate always found those fi^^t chapters so 
abominably stupitl, th.at 1 h.avo made a jxiint to pass them over. 
For I had an indulgent inamm.t, who tlid not look to my educa¬ 
tion so much as I do to \ours, and. provided she saw Ilow’dl’s 

Metlull.a” before me, never ihcnighl of looking to .sec whether 
"Mother Goose” was within ihc leave':. Ah, dears! that is a 
pleasant history, too, and in holiil.iy time vve will h.i\c a Iook 
at 

Well, then, about the alxjminable, odious l)an'*s and Saxons, 
the Piets and the .Scots, 1 know very little, and must say have 
passed through life, pretty comfortably m spite of my ignorance. 
Not that this should he an excuse to j’ou—no, no, dailings; 
learn for learning’s sake.; if not, 1 h.ive something hanging up 
in the cupboard, .and you know' my name is 'fickleloby. [(rn'of 

How first our island became inhabited is a point which iltebody 
knows. I do not Ixjlieve a word of that story at the beginning 
of the '■ Seven Champions of Christendom,” about King Brule 
and his companions ; aiul as for the other hypotheses (Let Miss 
Biggs spell the word "hypothesis,” and remember not to con- 
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iClund it with “ apothecary ") they are not worth consideration. 
For as the first man who entered the island could not write, 
depend on it lie never set down the date of his arrival; and I leave 
you to guess what a confusioA about dates there would speedily 
be*—you who can't romcmlx'r whether it was last Thursday or 
Friday that you bad gnost^berry pmkling for dinner. 

Those little dears w ho have not seen Mrs. Trimmer's " History 
of England " have, no doubt, beheld pictures of Mr. Oldridge's 
Dalni, of Columbia. The ancient ISriton.s were like the lady 
repn^sented there, only not black ; the excellent Mrs T.'s pictures 
of tliese, no doubt, arc authentic, and there our nnee^tonj are 
represented as drobse<l in painted skins, and wearing iheir hair 
as long as possible. I need not .say that it was their own skins 
'they painted, becaiLso, as for clothe.'*, they were not yet invented. 

l*erhaps some of my darlings have seen at their papa’s evening 
parties some curious (female) Ihitons who e.\i'>t in our own lime, 
and who, out of resj^ect for the country in which they wxtc born, 
are very foud of the paint, and not at all paitial to clothes. 

As for tile religion of the ancient Hriton.s, .os it was a false and 
abominable super'-tition, the less we say alxiut it the better. If 
liny hail a ii'hgion, you may be sure ilu'v liad a clergy. This 
body of persons were called Druuls. 'I'he hisloiian Hume .says 
that they in.structeil the youth of tin: eoiintiy. which, considering 
not one boy in i,ooo,oot\fxx>,ooc« could re.ad, couldn't give the 
Druids much liouble. 'I’ho T)rui<li* likewise buperintended the 
law niattcr.s aud govenuiiciit of Uriiain ; and, in return for 
their kindness, were handsonu ly paiil, as all teachers of youth, 
lawyers, and nuui;.ters ought to bo. j “ Hear, hear," f>oni Lord 
Abingkr and^w Kohkk f 

The ancient Hritons were of a w'arlike, rude nature (and loved 
broils and battles, like Master Spry yonder). They used to go 
forth with clubs for w'eapons, and bulks' horns for trumj^ets ; and 
so with their clubs anil trumps they would engage their eneiuie.s, 
who .sometimes conquer’d them, and sometimes were conquered 
by them, according to luck. 

The^riesLs remaincil at home and encouraged them ; praying 
to tfilSiir gods, and longing no doubt for a .‘‘hare of the glory ana 
danger; but they learned, they said, to sacrifice themselves for 
the public gootl. Nor did they only .sacrifice themselvcb—I 
grieve to say that it was their cuslom to sacrifice other peopl''; 
for when the Britons returned from wav with their priboners, the 
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priests carried the latter into certain mysterious groves* wheA* 
they'slew them on the horrid altars of their gods. The godi, 
they said, delighted in tliese fore.sts and these dreadful human 
sacrifices,.and you will better remember the facts by my reprer 
seating these gods to you hs so inany wicked Lovegroves, and 
their victims as unfortunate Whitebait [Immensesematicn.'^ 

And as yoixr p.ipas have probably taken some of you to sCp 
the op(‘ra of " Nyrnia," which relates to these very Druids that 
\vc arc talking about, you will know that the ancient Hritons 
had not only priests, but priestesses - that is, clergy women. 
Remember this, and don't eonmiit an error wliich is common 
in society, and talk of two clcneal gemlenien as two priestesses^ 
It is a gross bhimier. Om* might as well sjicrik of the “ Ulue 
l^osteses” (in Cork Street. Hurlingtcm tianlens, wliere, 1 am 
told, excellent beef-steaks are s(rve<l), or talk of having your 

hreakfii^tescs, a^, 1 have heard the I'uclu-s of-often do. 

Remember, tlien, I'nests ; singular, I'luM. “Blue Posts" 
(Cork Street, Burlington Gardens); singular, “ Blue Post." 
“ Breakfast.s," siiigul.ir—Wliat is the. singular of “ breakfasts," 
Miss Higgins ? 

Miss 1 don’t know. 

Master St/ii/h (delii:^liti'd ami la^^er). f know. 

Miss Til kit toby. S]H:,i.k, my <.lear, and tell that inattentive Miss 
Higgins what is the singulai of “ bn-akfasts." 

Master Smith {clearing his voice vy rubbnii^ hii jacket %Ieeve 
ai,ros5 hi^ tio'.c], 'Ihe most singul.ir breakfast / know is old 
John Wapshot's, who puts sugar 111 his muHm*', and takes salt 
in his tea ! | Master Smi t :i to i/s entl to Ihe head 

of the class, but ‘loa^ sternly dicckcd by Miss TkklkixjuY, xvho 
resumed her discours.. j 

It W'lis not to be supposed that the wickedness of these Priests 
-could continue 'or ever : and .iccutdingly we lind (though upon 
rny word I don't know upon wliat :mt}u)rity) that, 'Mghtcen 
hundred and nini'ty-seven years ago, JiiliU'. t.'a*sar. that cele¬ 
brated military man, landed at Deal, He conquered a great 
number of princes with jaw-breaking names, as did the Roman 
Bniperors, liis successors, such as the, 'rrinobanies, the Atr<S!t<U1CS, 
the Silures, all richly deserving ihtur fate, tloubtless, as I fear 
tliey w'(.n' but savages at bc't. They w'cre masters of the 
Britons f«.>i pretty iif'ar live hundred vears, and though the 
iseotch jiiN it-nil that the Romans never conquered their part of 
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if, I am inclined to siiijposc it was pretty much for the reasons 
that the clothes arc not taken off a scarecrow in the fields, 
because they are not wortli the taking. 

About the year 4^^. ih<- Romans, having quite enough to do- 
at home, quitted Britain for gootl. when the Scots, w'ho were 
hungry then, and liavc been hungry ever since, rushed in among 
the poor unprotected Ilritoners, who were forced to call the 
Saxons to their aid. 


• 'Twas tw'O o’clock—the Lecturer made her curtsey and re^ 
minded her auditor^' th.it anotlu r Lecture wouM place on 
the following W'edncsday, and the company dep.irted, each 
making a mental aftiflavii to uturn. 


Li-cn:ur, ii. 

In the lecture-room w«‘ olneivetl one of the noblest of our poet- 
pliilO'Ophers, who was a''^idnoii''ly taking notes, and we say that 
it is to AooiJ'iii’.s SiMioi:. L'lquin', author of the “Ghoul," 
“Leila," “ Tdios\ neva-y," lVc. , that we are, inilebtcd for the 
following l‘hilo^(jj)liical .'^yno[»''is of Mi''< 'rieklctoby's First 
T.t*ctur« on F.ngli'h History, dehxcicd to h**r pupils and their 
friends on the -- Ju'y ai her Scholastic Hall, Little Britain. 

T. On the jiainful iinprcssion occabioned by the contemplation 
of early harbaii'-ni, 

2. Th*’ (lisp, jsitifin of till* human mind to avoid ^uch a study. 

3. T'he my\tu .ind tin* hntorii . their comp.nratiV(; beauty and 
excellence -the I-ei nin r prorin;cs on .1 further occasion to speak 
upon the foimer '.ubjecl. 

4. Spite of his unwillingness, 'lib the duty of the student to 
acquaint himself wiiu all the fnets of hi‘-loiy, whether agreeable 
or not, and of the tutor to urge by ctcry mean\ the unwilling. 

5. Various hyixuhesi's with regard to the first colonisation of 
Britain. The hypothesis of the chivalric age«, and of the cycle 
of Affliur. 

6. The insufficiencv of all theories upon the subject proved by 
a familiar appeal to the student's own j)Ower.s of memory. 

■ 7. The An'ciknt liuiToxs- their costume: (8) its singular 
rp.somblances with dint of the Trans.itl.mlie sax age ; (9) a passing 
word of repiobation upon an odious modern custom. 
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io\ Tht; Religion or tiik Britons.— xi, A rdigion i»- 
separable from a prirsiliood.—^Thc attributes of tlie Druidical 
priesthood, their ])rivilcgcs and powers.—12, Of the rciwards 
that th^ Statf^ ought to grant to the ministers of its government» 
its laws, and its education. 

13. The War.s or the Bkitons. —14. Their weapons.—15. 
Their various fortunes in the field. 

16. Tlie influence of the Priests upon their camjjaigns.—17, 
The barbaric sacrifices in the groves of Odin.—18. Panciful 
simile. 

19. The Prit'stcbses: grammatical distinction to be drawn 
between them and tlie Pnest*^. 

20. Episode of Miss Higgins and Master Smith — absin'd 
blunder of tlie latter. 

21. Thk Romans in Bkitain.— 52. 'I’he character of Cfcsar, 
—23. Of his successor". -- 2 j. 'I'lieir v it lories ov i*r the barbarous 
Britons a blessing, and not an r-vil.—25. I'he .’Scottish boasts of 
invincibility ; the true view of them. 

26. Tiik Dowm ali. or 'i mi, Roman I'Amuiik.-- 'I'he legions 
withdrawn from Biitain. 1 )(7jrodraio7i‘; of tlie Scots in tljat 
unhappy island. 

The following questions on the most import.inl points of the 
Lecture were delivered by 'I'ickletoby to her puin'ls ; - 

ICXA.MfNATION pAl'Ku*. 

July i8.12. 

At the Academe, T/Og-of-Veal Conn, T.rindon, superintended 
by W'lUiKK.MiiNA Mama '1 icmj-.iouv. 

(J. By wliom was Biitain first toloni.sed ; and at what period^ 

A. Prom the bctl ac<uniil'» it i^ quite unci-ruiii. It was 
colonised at the period when the coloibet-, landed. 

Q. Wli.it was the dale of die landing of the Romans in 
Britain? 

A. A day or two after they quilted (iatil. 

Q. Why vtre they obliged to juniji into the water from their 
boat.s ? 

A, Because tliey were inwaJrn. 

Q. When Boadicea harangued the Tcenic warriors lx*fore her 
supreme combat with Suetonius, why tlid she remind th(^ latter 
ot a favourite v(*geiahle ? *' 

A. liccausf; she was an Jr-enean (a nice inion). The alicam- 
panc prize to Miss Panninler (for answering this). 
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/ 

THE LECTURE. 

Pcrsojttjj^es prcaent. 

Miss Wit-iikmina Maria Ticki.i'.toby, 

MastkR Si*ry (a ijuarrehcmc lH>y). ^ 

Miss Pontikkx r 

Master Maximus 1-‘ontii-kx {Aer brother^ > Pupils. 

worthy, thouf^h not brilluint Ltd), 1 

MT4. Det.ANcky'Mor iiMlCk {Sijy\ nothing), j 
Mr. l)F,snok(>ij^jrt Mortimer [footman in the ?<’**:"'><? c/Sm 
CiEOKr.K CifX.l.oi', liciil., and father of the. ubove). 

Miss an ,i.\\i\tani {^ays nothtny), 

I>o\s, Girl*?, P.in'uLs, ico. 

Sceno as before. 

The T’lrjs, Tin, Siots, jni, Ilwks; Gregory tht: 
Satirist, 'im-: Gonm.rsion »h' tui: Putions, iiik Charac¬ 
ter OE At.i'Ri:!). —I ‘litl nol in my (onikT Lecture make the 
' leabt nllu*;ion to the of litxulicea to her troops 

before going into action, because although several refjorts of 
tliat oration have hc-en liamled down to u*', not one of them, as 1 
take it, is correct, and wliat i.-* the use, my darlings, of reporting 
w'ordb (tiers were very .abu.ii\e again-'t the P(jrnans) —of reporting 
words that never were uttered? 'J here’s scandal inough, loves, 
in this wicked woild without going back to old stories: real 
scandal, too, which may satisfy any person. Nor did I nientipn 
King C'ar.'icl.icus's noble behaviour befon* the Konian Emperor- 
Claudius—for that liistory is so abominably st.de that I am sure 
none of my blessed U)vcs require to be told it. 

V»’hon the Ikilons had be< n deserted by the Romans, and 
found theinsilvos robbed and jnll.tged by the Piets and Scots, 
they sent over to a people called Saxons (so called Ixjcausc they 
didn’t live in Saxony): who c;iin<- o.'cr to help their friends, and 
having turned out the Piets and Scot-i. and finding the country 
a pleasant <jne to dwell in, they tiwk possession of it, saying 
that^fie Jlritons did not tleserve to ha\e a country, as they did 
not know how to keep it. '1 his sort of argument was considered 
very just in those clays-and I've seen some little boys in this 
school acting Sa von-fashion: for instance, Mirster Spry the 
other d.ay look aw(iy a piece of gingerbread from Master Jones, 



288 


MISS tickletoby’s 


giving him a great thump on the nose instead; and what wkis 
the consequence? I showed Master Spry the Injustice of his^ 
action, and punished him severely. 

To Muster Sj>ry. How did T punish you, my dear ?—tell the- 
comjTany. 

Master Spy. You kf’pt the gingorbrearl. 

M!s\ T. {i< vercly). 1 don’t mean that : how else did I punish 
you? 

Master Spry. You vipped me : hut 1 kicked your shins all the 
time. 

Unruly boy l--but so it is, ladies and gentlemen, in the 
infancy of individuals as in that of nations ; we hear of these 
continual scenes of violence, until prudence teaches respect for 
property, and law becomes .stronger than force. To return, to 
the Saxons, they seized upon the and per'^ona of the 

effeminate llriton.s, made the latter tlieiv slave-, and sold them 
as .surh in foreign countries, '[’he mind shuddeis at sucli 
liorrors J I low ahouhJ you like, yon n.uighty Master .'spry, to be 
seized and e.irricd from your blc‘s.scd mother's rool~\immensc 
sensation, afui audible sobb/ny the ladies pre^ent ^—how 

should you like to be carried oft and sold as .i .sl.ive to France 
or Italy. 

Master Spry. Is there any schools there? I shouldn’t mind 
if there ain't. 

Miss T. Yes. .sir, tlicie are schoolv—and Ktin.s. 

\Jmmt'7isc uproar. Cries of ‘ Shame !" " jioy;gini^f* 

Serve him right!" “ tyranny!" '' Horse him 
this instant!" I • 'ith admit able present e tf mind, hem- 
roer. Miss TirM.l'.TOiiV stofped the didurbaiue by un¬ 
folding her OKKAT HISMIKK AI. I H II RK ! 

It chfinced that two lo\ely iJritish children, sold like thousands 
of others by their ruthless Saxon masters, were -cnl to Rome, 
and exposed upon the slave-market there. I’ancy those darlings 
in such a .situation ! 

There they stood--weeping and wretched, thinking of their 
parents’ cot, in the far Northern Isle, sighing and yearning no 
doubt for the green fields of Albin ! * 

It happeiu'd tliat a gentleman by the name of (Gregory, who 
afterwards rose to be Rope of Rome - but who was then a simple’ 

Albin, the ancient name of Engkand : not to be confounded with 
Albm, hairdresser .and wig-maker to the liar, Es^cx Court, 'L'emple. 
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clefical gent, passed through the market with his friends, and 
came to the spot wliere these poor British cliildron stood. 

The Reverend Mr. Gregory was instantly struck by their 
appearance--by their rosy chenks, their goideii hair ; their little 
jackets covenxl all o\<T\vith sngar-loaf butti>ns, th<*ir poor nan¬ 
keens grown all too short by constant wa'-li and wear: ;m»l 
demanded of tlu;ir owner, of what nation tlu‘ little darlings 
w'orfj ? 


The man (who spok<* in 1 .atm) replied that they were An^ii^ 
that is, Angles or ]''-ngli''h. 

** Angles," said the enthtisi.i'^tie Mr. favgorv, not 

Angles, but Angeh,;'' .md with lla^ h’ke, which clifl not do 
much honour to his head, tliongh eeitamly lii-> heart was good, 
he approached the hul** iliais, care'"'ed them, and made still 
furtli«*r inquiries regarding tin in.* 

Miss I*OTiiifi'\. ' oj Hhi htlU' fiirlA And ilid Mr. Gregory 
take the little chihlom out of sla\e»-v, and send them lionic, 
ma'am ? ^ 

Mr. Hum'', my fieri’' gobf! hitl<“ girl, docs iv't menlii^n this 
fact ■ but let Its hojx* he liid ; with Jill inv heart, I'm suie / hoix* 
he did. lint tlu''- is <ert.iin, tiua h*- never forgot ilum, and 
when in [irocess of lini'* he c-irne tfi hi' I\>pe of Koine 

Mt^sti.f Mjxhuus /’ /ft'.rx. t‘i byname's I.at’n fur Tope 
<if Koine; is it, Tii.i'aiM ^ 

I've no doubt it l^, my lovt', smct* your p.ipa f-nys .so; and 
when Grc'gory became 1‘upeuf Koine, ht' <iosj)atchc*«l a number 
of his clergy to Isnglaml, who came andefinvf'rlefl the benighted 
J^axons and Thiton^ an»l iIkw g.ive up iiiiar hideous idols, and 
horrid human &aciili(.e-,, .and si'jit the wicke*! J^mids about ihoir 
bu.*:ines.s, 

T'hc .Saxons had ended by becoming conqileic masters of the 
country, and the peoiiK, weie m»w' e.dled .-Xnglo or iMighsli 
Saxons. TJieie w’f’re, a gieut number tif small sovereigns in the 
land then ; but ahoiil the \ear the king railed Isgliort be¬ 
came tin* master of the- whole country , and In*, my loves, was 
the frilln^r of Allred. 

Alfred c.arne to tin* throne after his ilnee brothers, and you 
all know how goofl and famous a king lie was. It is said that 


Mbs Tickletohy did iiiit, very propedy, iiitroducc the uthcr puns 
w'hich (Irejcory fii.ule on the oei .-isiun ; i!i«jy -o ntrociou^ly ha«l that 
they could not be inlroihietd huo il,i" of Punch, 
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his fattier indulged him, and that he did npt knoy^ how toVead 
until he was twelve years old—but this, my dears, I ,Oannot 
believe; or, at least, I cannot but regret that there were no nice 
day-schools then, where children might be taught to read b^ore 
they wore twelve, or ten, or even eight years old, as many of my 
dear scholars can. 

[Mibs Tk’KLF.tohy here />t} used for <r moment^ and rciunmd 
her Infure with, ntfher a tremulous voite. 


It is my wish to amuse this company as well as I can, and 
somctimcb, therefore - for I arn by nature a facetious old woioifin, 
heartily loving a bit (jf fun—I can’t help making jokes about 
subjects which oilur historians tnv'it in a solemn and pompous 


way. 

But, dcairs, 1 don’t think it right to make one single joke about 
good King Alfred ; who was so good, atnl so w ise, and so gentle, 
and .so brave, that one can’t laugh, hui only love and honour 
his memory. 'I hink of this, hmv rare good kings are, and let 
us value a good one when he eomgs. \\'«‘ have had jubl fifty 
kings since Ins time, who have reigned for near a thousand long 
years, and he the only (ireat one. lirave and victorious many 
of them have been, grand anti suniptuous, ami :t hundred times 
mor<‘ povverliil tlian he : but who cares for one of them (except 
Harry the Filth, and 1 think Shakhix*are made that king)—who 
loves any of them except him - tlu; man who spoiled the cakes in 
the herdsman’s cottage, lh<* man who .‘•ang and played in the 
Danes’ c.un]^? 

’riiere aic none of yo'i ‘•o vouiig but know those stories about 
liim. 1.00k, when the people love a man, how grateful they 
are I For a thousand year.; these, hille tales have passed from 
father to son all through F-ngkind, and every bingle man out of 
millions and mdliolis who has Jieard them has loved King Alfred 
in his hi'arl and blessed him, and Wtis proud that he was an 
linghshniriti’s king. And then he hears that .Alfred fought the 
Danes and drove them out of Faigland, and dial he was merci¬ 
ful to his enemies, and kept faitli at a lime when every one else 
V'.a.s deceitful ami cruel, and that he was the rir>‘t to make laws, 
and establish p<*ace and liberty among us. * 

Who cares for Charles the Second, secure<l in his oak, more 
than for any father man at a pinch <'f danger ? Charle.s might 
have stayed in liis tree for us, or for any good that he did when 
he cinne down. But for King Alfred, waiting in his little secret 
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isla^f], until he shotild be strong enough to have one more battle 
with his conquerors, or in tJie camp of the enemy singing his 
songs to his harp, who does not fc'el as for a dear friend or 
father in danger, and cry hurra! with all his heart when he 
wins? 

Al/ the little children. Hurray ! Alfred for ever! 

Yes, my dears, you Io\e Jiini all, anil would all fight for him, i 
know. 

Master 'That I woulil 

l*m sure you would, John, and may yon never light for a 
worse cause ! Ah, it's a fine thing to think ol the j pi-; loving 
a man for a thousand y«Mrs ! Wi •'han’t come to such another 
in the course of all these lectures —cxc'-pt, inavliap, if we get so 
far, to one Gcorgi- 

Mr. ^iorfimer {aloud, and loifh niuck Ci-nfidt'rjtc\ dcorgethe 
Fourth, you mean, Mis^, l!ie first g‘'ntliMnan in Murope. 

Mhs T. {sternly). No, sir; 1 mean (iKnui.i-: Washington", 
—the American Alfifd, sir, who gave and look from us many a 
good heating, ami drove die /•’//;''//1/:-1 Xines out of his country. 

APr, Mortimer. Di^-gnsiing radiliele !--Pel.inei y, my dear, 
come with me. Mein ! I shall w ithdr.nv niy son from your 
academy. [ Exeunt Mor i imkk. Senior and Junior. 

Adiss T, Let them go. As long .is lionest people agree with 
me, what care I w-hat gicat men's (luukeys choose to think? 
Miss Butlge, make out Mr. Mortimer’s account. l.adies and 
Gentlemen, on Wednesday ne.vt I licjpe for ilie honour of rc'-uni- 
ing these lectures. 

\ Punch, in concluding this long paper, begs to hint to Mr. 
SiaiccxN whose rcmuner.uimi will be fmind at the office, that for 
the future he may S]>are his cwvn r>'m.uk'-, philo-ophical, lauda¬ 
tory, or otherwise, and confine h)m''eli' ''imply to the Lediires of 
Miss Tickk'toby.l 
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LECTURE III. 

The Sea-Kinos in En^lnnd. 

In the oMcn time our glorious country of England, my dears., 
must have been a pleasant place ; for see wh.it numbers of people 
'have taken a fancy to it! First carno the Romans, ns we havt 
seen, then the Snxon.s,—anti when they wore comfortably estab- 
iislieti licre, tin* IXiiu-s, under their Sea-kings, came gallantly over 
tlui main, and wore not a whit le'-s charmed with the island th?in 
the Saxons anti Roman', hatl bovn. 

Amongst thest' (iislim;iiish'*tl loieigMer". may bo mentioned the 
Sea-king Swayn. \\li<) carno to iMigland in the year nine hundred 
and something, landing at Margate, w iih which ho was so pleased 
as to dolormine to ."^top llicic .'iitogcihcr.-being, as he said, sc 
much attached to this country th.u nothing would induce hint to 
go back to his own. Wasn't it a compliment to us? There is 
a groat rleal of this gall.inlry m the j^eoide ot the North; and 
you may liavi' observed, even in our own rl.nys, ih.it some r)f tlicm, 
'spiH'ially Scotchmen, when c l.nnlcd here, aie mighty unwill- 
ing lo go homo .ngnin. 

Well, King Swayn's itay became proixjst'rously long; and 
his people consumed such a power of dunk and victuals, that at 
length our kite bolovcil monarch, King J'Uht'lreil the Second, was 
induced lo send to him. A banl of those d.ays has rticordcd, 
with considerable iniiuitenc'?-., the particular.-, of Swayn's arrival; 
and as his woik h.»s noi been noticed by 'lurniT, llallani, Hume, 
or any other Kiigli-sh hisioiiiin, it may be quoted with advantage 
here. .Siioro llie bard (so erille«l from ilie o.vi iling effect which 
his j^oein produced on his auoicnce) thus pictiin stjudy introduces 
us to the two kings : — 

‘'/F/fHELREl> KONING MURNING POST REDTNGE’^ 

n. M. .Mss. ci.ahij. \xv.- xxvir. 

A-re.ading of the newspaper ] in meditation lost, * * ’ 

Sate iVlthcIred of Knulaiui | and took his te.a and toast; 

Sate ACthelreJ of England j and read the Morning Post>. 

Among the new arrivals | the Toiirn.'il did contain. 

At M:»rgatc on the iw’entieth f his Majesty King Swayn. 

Of Denmark with a rct’nue j of horsemen and ol D.inc I 
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IjOuS. lauffh'd King ^thelred, 1 and laid the paper down; 

‘^Margafie is a proper place | for a Danish clown." 

**Take carci” said ihe Chancellor, | ‘*^5^ daunt aa>ue to toiun.’* 

“This King Swayn," says Witfrid the fool, | laughing knid and free, 

** Sea^'lelng as he ts, | n boatsuani ought to be." 

** Xt is none of ottr 1 saj s the Chancellor, says he. 

“Let him come," said the king (in his muiith I butter’d to.ist popiiing), 
At Wapping or .it RcdrilT I this boai-swaiii will be i>lopping. ’ 

**Take care," says Ch.incelloi Wigfnd, | “lu‘do;*'igivc_yiT« awapping." 

** I’m certain,".'ays wise Wigfilil, ! ‘‘The .Sc'i-kmi; me.'ins us evilly ; 
Herald* go to Margate | and spr ik iinti.i him civilly ; 

And if he's not .nt Mai gate, | why ib.cn tiy R.lm^gale and Tivoli. 

■ Herald, in obedience I to hit luaslct clear, 

Crt>es by steam to M.ir.:atf, | .auchng at the l^ier ; 

Sayshei “King Swayn of Dciiiuaik | 1 think i.s lodging heieV” 

Swayn» the bold Sca'king, ' with bis captains and I'kijipcr.s, 

M^tillccd on the sea-beadi | lookin'.: at the dippers— 

Walked on the :>ea-bc.ic]i ] in his ycilow siippeis. 

The ballnd, wiiicii i, inij.oit.'ini lo the .irch.ecilugi.ui ;is show¬ 
ing how ninny of the ii<:i”«‘. of the clnv ptev.iiled nine 

hundred yenro. "1 wick (thus iciidly do l•'lIt;llshIln■^ adhoro to tln-ir 
customs !), mid wbicli shows th.it :-nnir of the jokt-s c.illed puns 
at present currently mured ;is novf Itie-s weie in i‘.\i&tencc at this 
early pciiod of lime, s^oes on t<> de'cnhe, with a iiiiiiuteuos.s ili.it 
ttmounls almo.^t U) tediousne-,^, theintiTviow between .Sv\:i>n and 
the herald; it is aiierv, for the latter coiivevs lo the Danish 
monarch tlie .stron:;est e\hoi tatiori:^, «jn liie part of Kin*; Kthelrcd, 
to quit tlie kingdom. 

*' Nay, I cannot go, ’ said S vaj n, i “ f<>i my sidp; are leaking." 

♦‘Yon shall have; a fh:it,’ says iVic hcr.tld, | "if th.ii he what you’re 
.seeking-" 

“Well, 1 ivan'i go, and ll it’s flat, ’ 1 answered Svvayn the Sea-king. 

Falling into a fury, Swayii then alni-cs the King of J'au;land 
in the most contumelious terms ; says that In; will make his 
ijack foot-ball, .tnd employ his imse for a Ixill-rope ; but 

finally recollecting himsidf, dismisses the herald with a present 
of five-eighths of a groat --iwopeuce-h.ilfpenny {a hmidsoiiie 
larges.se, considering the \alue of nvnuw in those thiys), bidtUng 
him at the same tune ordi'r what he hki'd to drink at the hotel 
where he (King ISwayn) resided. “ W di," says the Chronicler 
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pathcLically, ‘^woll might he onler whiit he thought;ipi^pei*. 
Kin^ Sxvayn 6f Denmark never paid a copper*' A fri|fhiful 
picture of the insolence and rapacity of the invader and liis 
crew! , 

A battle, as is natural, endues; the invader is victorious-^ 
iithelred (lies to France, and the \cnerabIo Chancellor Wigfrod 
is put to the most dreadful tortures, being made by the fcrociOuls 
despot to undergo the indignities which (as we have seen in the 
former passage) he had proniiicd to inilict on the royal fugitive/ 
as well as many rnori'. As a specimen of the bai'bariaii's in¬ 
genuity, it may be statiMl that the martyr Wigfrid is made to 
udnunistcr a mockery of 311*51101', sealed on a wool-sack stuffed 
with-—the mind revolts at the t]ioaght--A ///^^'</fleas f 

But it is remarkable tint the bard Snoio, who so long as 
Swayn was not victorious over I*lth'-lied, is hl)etal in his abuse 
of tlic Dane, inimedialely on I'-lhelred':, di.*feat changes his 
note, and praises witli all his might iiie new sovereign. At 
.Swa3'n’s death lie is lost m grief -being, however, consoled 
in the ue\t stanza by the succession of his son k’anule to the 
throne. 

Snuro gives |j.iriicul.ir accounts of t'amite's leign and actions 
~ his victoiies in foreign lands, and the gre.it diawii battle Ix:- 
Iween him .ind Ednumfl lionsides, about whose claims the 
hanl is evidently pu//li’<l to sjieak ; however, on Fxlniund’s 
death, which took place, -'ingiiloify and conveniently enough, 
about a month after ra.nite and he had made a compromise 
regarding tlx* crown (the compronii-ie left the kingdom to tJ^'c 
^im'iror), Snoro takes ui) the strain loudly and decidedly in 
favour of ( anule, and hints at the saim linu' his perfect con¬ 
viction that Ironsides is roas-ting m a certain pk.ue. 

And then, after following King t'arnite through his Irattles— 
in one of whicii the eeli braletl (ioiUMN (who, 1 believe, after¬ 
wards m.irried -Mary WolNtoneeraft) slurved the valour of 
Knglishnien- afUr going through a list of inurdcas, treasons, 
usinpillions, which the great monarch committed, the fiard 
conics 10 that famous p.issage in hi."> hist<)ry, which all li^tjcboys 
know. jxMiss 'Tickletobv proceeded to read from MS,, Claud, 
X.WII., XXVIll., ‘'The Song of King Canute."*] 

TIk* |>oeins are ivansl.ited, word fur word, from the Anglo-Saxon, 
by the accuinpHshed A<Iolphii'j Smicue, £.>-quirc, author of “Perdition." 
“The Cihoul,'’ editor of the Ladfs l^ute, itc. 
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Kine^tanute wa<s weary-hearted, | he had reigned for years a score ; 
liatuinjg;, ^truggiingy tdi'thitig, fighting. ) killing much and robbing uiuro ^ 
And he thou^t upon his actions | walking by the wild sea-shore. 

'TwixC the Chancellor and Ihshop j walk'd the king with !,tep sedate; 
Chaniberlains and Cruoins came aftei, j Silvcr-sticks ami Cold-sticks 
great: 

Chaplains, Aides-dc-Camp, and Pages. | all (lie oiheers of ijtate. 

Sliding after like Ins shadow, ] pausing vh'-ii he chose to p.iusts 

tf a frown his face contracteil i straight (be courtitTh diopp'd tbcir jaws; 

If t6 laughter hu was minded | out they burst in loud hee-haws. 

Blit that day a something vex'd hmg ! that was clear to old and young ; 
Thrice his grace had yawn’d at table | wi on his favourite glti Ui.ii. sung - 
Ooce the queen w'ould have consoled luiu , and he bid her hold her 
tongue. 

'*Something ails my loyal master," j ctied tlie Keeper of the seal; 
‘‘Sure, my lord, it is the lampreys 1 seivf-d ai ditmer, ox the ve.il 
Shall I call your giate’s doctor?" j “ J'sha ! it i.s not Mi*/ 1 feel. 

‘"T'is the heart and not the stomach, i fool ! that doth niv rest imp.,:. ; 
Can a king be great as I am, | piithee, •tnd yci know no c.uc 
Ob! I'm Mck, and tiied, and weary." | .Swine one ciied, “The king’s 
arm-chair! " 


Then towards the lacquey.s luniii’g, I f|uu k my luid the Keeper nodded ; 
Straight the king’s great chair w.is hroiiglit inin J by tww footmen able- 
bodied i 

Languidly he sunk into it, | i*. was cunfoitahly w'.id led. 


“ Leading on my fierce rongianions," j ciicd he, “over storm and hiine, 
I have fought and I h.i\e onqini'd . ! wht le is I’loiy like to inine‘‘" 
Loudly all the cnuilieis echoed, j “ Whew: i.s glory like to tiiine? " 


“ What avail me :iil iny kiiT,;d<)ms? I .iin wav.ry now and okl: 
Those fair .sons I have Legotten I>uig l.i -ee uu* dead and cold 
Would 1 were, and quiet butied uudeineath the silent mould. 


“Oh, remorse ' the wiitliiiig •-crpeiit, | at niv ho'-om tears and bites, 
Harnd, horrid things I iook on | tiioU;.>h I pul out all the light',,-— 
Ghosts of ghu'lly leculiewtum, | tiwop aboi.l in> bed of iiiglit" 

“Cities burning, coiuents bl.t/ing 1 red uitli sa< ijlegious fiics ; 

Mothers ■weeping, vngm,. scn’.iniiiig 1 v.dniy to tin ii '•laughtered sir'*s."— 
** Such A tender coiiseicuco,” cues the [ bidiop. “every uno adimrci,. 

“But fpr i»uch uiipleisatit bygones | c«‘.tsi;, mv giacunis Ickrd. to seaich; 
They'reTorgotl-ii and foieiven 1 by oiii holy mother I hiiicli. 

Never, never doth she leave her | Cenefaelois m llie lurch. 

*‘Look, the land Is crown'd with niin'>ler,> 1 which your grace’s bounty 

J:ai^cd; 

Abbeysfill’d with holv men, where [ yo i and fIc.aveii ared.iily' praised 
You, my lord, .'o lliiuk of dying ' | on niy hou' ur I'm amazed.’ 
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“Nay, I fsel,’*replied King CnnuLc, | “that my end isdrawiiig n^r.” 
“Don’t say so/’ the courtiers | (striving each to Mgtieoee a 

“ Sure your grace is strung atul lusty, I and will live this fifty year ! '* 

Live these fifty years ! ” the bishop | roar’d (with action made to suit) 

“ Are >ou mad, iny good I.ord K< eper, ] thus to speak of King Canute 
Men have liv^d a thousand yeais, and sure his Majesty will do’t, 

** Adam, fsiioch, I,amech, Canrui, | Mahalccl, Methuselah, 

Lived nine humired yc.iis .ipieci-; and ) i. not he as good as they?” 

“ Fervently," cw.Ldiucd the Keeper, ■ '* fervently 1 tru:,t he may,” 

“//r to die?" rcMimcd ih ' hidiDp; | "he, a rn irlal like to us? 

Death was nut f<.>r hnu inteuihsl, • tn>>iigh < onumtHfs onimbus. 

Keeper, you .ire irixlignnis | foi to talk and r.i\il thus. 

“With his woiiilio'is skill in lie. ding | lu’er a rloclor can compete ; 
Loathsome lfp«:is, if lu* touch ihe;i., ; -.t.ut up rl<.-;in upon their feet J 
Surely he could lai e the ue id ii]> ; <1^1 In'- lliglmcs-, think it meet- 

“Did not onto the Tewisli Captain ] stop the am iipuii the hill. 

And, the while he sl,*vv t'l • foenum. | lad fin. ’■il\er moon stand still? 
So, no d jubt, could g’" icious Caiiiiic J it it weie hi.s sacred will.” 

“ Might I stay the sun abuve us. | 5iir bi'.liop? ” Canute cried- 

“ Could I bill tin; s l\xr iiin.ni to i .ui'-e 11(1011 hi.r lieavtnJy ride? 

If the mouii obeys my orders, | sme 1 can lomin.ind the tide. 

“Will the advani mg waves filmy me, | bislinp if I make the sign?" 
Said the bi'.hoii, Ijowing lowly, | " l.,iiid and sea, iiiy lord, are thine.** 
Canute l-'ok'd tow.inks tiic oi-iMii • | “Jl.'.k/’ lu; said, "tiiou loainiiig 
brine ! 

“ From the sarri’d shore I st.\iid rn, 1 1 command thec lorelrcati 
Venture not, lluni stormy rebel, j to a|ipro<i(:h thy 111 ister’.sseat; 

Ocean, be thuu still, 1 bid thee, | come not neare-i to niy feet.” 

But the angry ocean answered | 'viih a loud' r, fleepei roar. 

And the lapid waves urew iieaicT, j falling sounding on the .shore,— 
Back the keeper at d the bishop, | back the king and courtiers bore. 

And he sU nily Tiade them never I more to kiic-rl t<> bntnaii cl.iy, 

But alone to praisc and woiship | that wliieh vailli ;ind seas obey; 

And his golden crown of empire j never wou* he from that day. 

King Canute is dead and gone: f parasi'.cs exist alway. 
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LECTURE IV. 

V4vard thf O/iyrcs.u - [[.irM—iniJinw the Cof/que.ntr. 


IN’tj CAN'r'f'K, whose adventures at 
* the w:itemi«;-place niy young friend 
Mr. Siiiicne deserib(?d Ja'-t week in 
h.ueh extjui'ite vrrsv* (and I am afraid 
tij.'it the cloing.s at w ate] ing - places 
are nut ofu-n -o mor.i'i), tliocl FOim 
after, li.ivini; ri*[)entod g;«.atiy of his 
''Wi-.. U niu*-i lia\e b<-i-n tlravosend^ 
1 th'i\K> where the kmg grew so 
thoughiful. 

Mis., 7r./f rather dis- 
apl'oifitid that /lohody um^hed at her 
fun : the fad i\, that MiSs MldcI’'. du' uJier, had been ordered 
/m/a i(», bat. a^ ((~nal, vih'td her beioi ' 

IJefore he <lic<l ht' mad'- a (j’u 11 .sort of rep.iralion for all the 
sins, rob’iMjnes, and luiirth'i.s tliat lie Cf>miii)tled—he 2 ^itt his 
crown 01) the head of the .statue of a .saint in (.'anlcrbiuy, and 
end<>wed no en«l nionastencs. And a ereal .s.atisf.ictioji it 



inu'it have bet n to the rel.uivcs of tlio neuucred iico 2 )U*, to see 
the king’s crown oji the saini’.-, l.t nl ; anil a great consolation to 
those wlioh.vl been lobbed, to find the king panl over a’l Iheii* 
money Ui the moiii;,. 


Sonic descendants of hi-i .'■jiccei-J.cd Inm, about whom there is 


nothing p.artieu!..r to sav. imr about King I’.dw.ard tiie ('oti- 
fessor, f)f the .Savon raei', who suceeederl lo the throne when the 
Datiish family faih'd, ami wlm w.is canoni^ed by a pope two 
hundred years after his ilcath Ins 1 Inhnt‘ss only know.s why. 

Sjjooncy, my derir , is a strong term, and one which, by a 
sensitive fem.alo, ought tt> be ein]»h'V( ,1 only (»ccasionally ; but 
Spoonkt, 1 emphatie.illy n'peal ' uumer^r .senuUion], is the only 
■word to char.aclersse tins la-t of the regular Savon kings. He 
.s].ienPJiifi lime at chureh, and let his kingdorii go to rack and ruin. 
He had a pretty wile, whom In; nevet liad tlic spirit lo go netir; 
and he died, leaving liis kingdom to be taken by any one who 
could get it. 

A strong gallant young follow, ll.iiold by name, step2>cd 
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forward, .and put ih« crown on his head, and vowed to we^f it 
like a man. Harold wa^ the son of liarl Godwin that we spokf. 
of in the last lecture, a great resolute fellow, who liad been 
fighting King l*>hvard’s onemies while the king was singing 
psalms, and praying the saints to get rid of thtnii, and turned 
out with a sword in his hand, and a coat of mail on hu? body, 
whilst the silK king stayed at home in a hair-shirt, scourging 
and mortifying his useless old body. 

Harold then took th(' ciown (though, to Ik: sure, he had no 
right to it, ior there was a ncjihi’W of the late king, who ought 
to have been first servodl, but he was not allowed to ketip 
undisturbed po^M■^slOll of it \ery long, for the fact is, somebody 
else wanted it. 

You all know who this was—no other than William, Duke of 
Normandy, a great and gallant pnnee (though J must say his 
mother was no belter than she .should 1^*”), who h:ul long had 
a W'ish to possess the noble realm of V-nj.1an<l, as soon as the 
silly old C'onfessor was no more. Iiiflf«;d, wIumi Harold was 
abroad, Williani liad told him as mneli, niakin.g him swear to 
help him in the nndritaking. Ilerold swore, as how'could he 
helj), it, for William told him he would li.ive Ms head off if he 
didn't; and then brokt' his oath on the first vipiioriunity. 

Some nine months, then, after Il.irold had as'-umed the 
crown, anrl jii-.t .as ho had come from killing one of his brothers 
(they were pretty qu.arrelsomc f.unilies, niy tltsars, in those days), 
who liad com»* to Englaml on a robbing excursion, Harold was 
informed that the Dili e ot Normaiuly had landed with a 
numerous army of horse, fool, and maiiiu"', and [jroj>ose<l, as 
usual, to stay. 

Down he went as fast as lie: coach could carry linn (for the 
Kentish milroad was not then open), and found IMke William 
at Hastings, where both parlies prepanxl for a fight. 

You, my darlings, know the upshot of the battle ver^ well; 
and thougfi I'm a ilelicatc and .‘■ensitive female; and though 
the battle of Hastings occurred—let me see, take 1066 from 1842 
—exactly sovon hundred and .seventy-six years ago ; yet I can't 
help feeling angry to think that those beggarly, miii'derous 
1* rcnchmcn should have beaten our honest Isnglish as they .did. 

* Miss Tickletoby’s lancour .iK-'iifisL Kdward's Irt’atmcnt of his wife, 
and her -nocr at *lhe Coii'iueior’s mother, are char.'ictcristic of her 
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{Cries ofNatcr mind^ ijrdve ^iven it 'em sincc,"^ Yes, my 
dears, I like that spirit—\vc have given it 'em since, as the Duke 
of Wellington at Badajos, and my late lamented br-r-other, 
TCnsign Samuel T-t-ticklotoby, ot Jl-b-bunhill Row, can testify. 
{^rhe Lecturer's voite here choked 70/th emot 'um oiviug to 
ike- early death of the loiter lamaitcd //i-ml Hut don’t let us be 
too etiger for military glory, niy fri»'Mdi. Look ! wo .ire angry 
because the I'roneh beat us oiglit liiiiidn'd years ago! And do 
you suppose they are not angry Ix’cauio we bi at them some five- 
and-twcnly years b;ick! Al.is ! and alas ! this is always the 
way with that fighting; you can’t .satisfy both jv’-:'' .\iiii it, 
and I do heartily hope ili.it one d.iy th* iv’ll be no such thing 
as a .soldier left in all I'anopc. : -/ :vl>\ " A vd ho po//Vc* 
neither'''\ 

Harold being dead, TIi^ Majf<-ty King \Vil!iani--of whom, as 
he now l>ecanu'our Ifgitim.ati^ sov*’ivieii, it bi hovrs e\orv loval 
heart to .speak with respect touk pcj^'-e*’loii of I'ingland, .’,r>d. 
as is natiinal, gave all the good jjl.ice'. .it liis di'pos'il to his 
p.arty. Tie luriv'd out the r.ngli-h noMeim n fioin liu ir ea'-th ", 
and pul his jN'orman ‘olilii-i'. and knight" into tln'in lie and 
his peojrlo h.iil it .ill their own way : .mri il.oiigli the ••'.nghsli 
froijuently ri;ljelled, yet the king innnagi. l to oiieil .I'l .‘'Ueh dis- 
lurlvmccs, and re.igned over iis for one .an! iwenty yLai'^ He 
was a gallant soldier, truly -"tern, wi^e. .mil piudeut, a." far as 
his own interc'^ls wen* etaii eined, and looked up lo by all oilier 
Majestic'^ as an illu-tiious inon.aieh. 

’ Hut great as he was In public, be wa-. rather uncoinforl.ible m 
his family, on account of .a sa of unriily >oiis whom ho h.id--- 
for their Roy.d IlighnesMS were alwav's riu.trreliing logelhef. 
It is related th.U oiv d,a\ being at lea with Her Mjje.st} the 
Queen, and the young prince.-., -U om. ol his e.^-'lles in Ni;rm.indy 
(for he used this eounlry to rob it thiefly, .and n«it to h\e in it), 
a quarrel ensued whiili was certainly \er\ di-graccful. K.incy, 
my darlings, llirce youn :j princes siltiu", :u tea with their jjapa 
and mamma, and be'ing rude as to begin throwing water at 
one another! 'I'he two you'ig«-r, U.R.II. rrinco William and 
II.R.ff. Vrince Ileniy, actuall) flung the •'lop basin, or some 
such thing, into the face of ll.R.II. I’niiee kobiTt, the king’s 
eldest son. 

His Royal Highncs.s was in a furious rage, although his 
brothers declared th.U they were ouI\ in pl.iy ; but he swuiethat 
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they had insulted him; that his papa and mamma favot^rccl 
them and not him, and dra\\ing his sword, vowed that he 
would have their lives. His Majesty with some difficulty got 
the young princes out of the way, but nothing would appease 
Robert, who left the castle vowing vengeance. 'I'his passionate 
and self-willed young man was called Courthose, which means 
in Kreneh short inevpre<isib.'es, and he w'as said to have^^wora 
shorts, because his hmbs were of that kind. 

Prince Shorts fied to .1 ca.-.tle bclongin.j to the King of rratice, 
who W'as quit!' jealou', of Ihiki* Robert, and was anxious to set 
his family by the ear''; and the young prince began forthwith 
robbing his f.ither’'' dominion'^, on which that monarch marched 
with an army to be^ege him in his ca-tle. 

Here an incident beft-ll, wliich wliile It that Prince 

Robert (for .ill the ‘’hotines^ of his legs) li.id a kiiul and brave 
heart, will at the same time point out to my beloM^l piipiis the 
danger':—-the .iwful dangers—of <li ^obcilirnee. Prince Robert 
and his knights sallied out one day against llu- besieger-^, and 
tfUgageJ the hoiM-mtii of tlieir party. Si eing a w.irruir on 
the other side doing a girat de.il of execution, PiiiKe Roboit 
gtilloped at him, '•word in li.iml, and eng.ag. il him. Their 
visors were down, ami they banged aw.iyal each other, like — 
like good-Ko 1. [ lie xr, /u | 

At last I’liiice Robert hit tie; other siuh a blow tliat h»? foiled 
him from his hoi.se, and tiic big man tumbling r>ff cried ‘’Oh, 
murder ! ” or " Oh, I'm done for ! " or ;omelbing of liie soil. 

Fancy the consteinai'on 01 Piinee Robial wlu-n he iccogniscd 
the voice of his own fatliei ! He ilung liiin-’clf off hi.s sadule 
as quick as liis little 1* gs would let limi, r.in to his father, knelt 
down before him, besought him to forgive liim, and begged him 
to take his lior'^c; and ride homo, 'fhe king took the hf>rj,e, but 
I am sorry to .say he only abused hi'^ son, and rode home as 
sulky a.s possibh;. 

However, lie came soon to be in a good-liumoiir, acknowledged 
that his son Prince Shorllegs w.is an }uuie-,t fellow, and forgave 
him, and iriey fought some battles togeihi'i, not against eacii 
other, but riding br.wely side by side. ' n 

So having prt'spered in all his undertakings, and being a 
groat prince and going to wage war .against the French king, 
who had offended him, and who.se iloniimons he vowed to .set 
in a flame, the famous King William of JCngkind, having growa 
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very fat in his old age, received a hurt while riding, which made 
him put a stop to his projects of massacring the Frenchmen, 
for he felt that his hour of death was come. 

As usual after a life of violence, blood, and rapme, he began 
to repent on his death-bed ; uttered some religious sentences 
which the chroniclers have recorded, and gave a gre-at quantity " 
of th'e money which lu; liad 1 tabbed from the peojile to the 
convents and priests. 

'I*he rnoiuent the breath was out ol tiie groat king’s body, all 
the courtiers ran otf to llu-ir e.i''tles e\[>ec:iing a. war. Al! the 
abbots W'enl ti> Ihoir tiblioy-^, where they shut tl. .uiiclvc-S up. 
All the shopkeepers closed their stalls, looking out fur riot and 
plunder, aiul t!ie kine.'s body being left i|Uilc alone, the ‘ervaiits 
■pillaged the lion-i' whoi\- he lay, leaving the corpse almost 
naked on the bed. And this was the wav they {■erved the. 
greate>.t man in f’h;i'-tf lukini! 

[.lAa/i icnsuiiun, m the midst of whiJi the Lecturer retired* 


i.L(/iriu-. V, 

If’ill.',I in Kujn^. 

Jt:ST before the breath was out of the (;onquoror's body, 
VVilhani Rufu.. hi-, seeond 'on (who had iiuieh longer legs than 
Iris honest <'ld>T broiher K<ilKith r.ui over to haigland, look 
possession ea-.tlc, and hii father's money, anil, so 

fortifieil, had liMiiielf iimelaimed King of ICnglaiid without any 
difhculty. Honest Robeit rem,'lined l^iike of Normandy; and 
as lor the third >,011, J*rineo Henry, though not so hrindfomcly 
provided for as In'-, elder lirothers, it appeal^ lie managed to 
make both ends mee* by robbing on In-, own aceoiint. 

vViliiam's conduct on gelling hold of the crown was so violent, 
that some of the nobles whom he plunilered were struck with 
remorse at having acknowledged him king instead of honeat 
Court^dse, hi.s <‘lcler brother. So they st't up ri .'•ort of rebellion, 
wliich Rufus tjiielled pretty easily, aiq^ealing to the j>cople to 
support him, and promis.iiig ihein all ‘‘orts of good treatment 
>n return. 'The people behoved him, fouglit for him, and when 
they had done what he wanted, namely, quelled the rebellion, 
und aided Iiim 111 seinng hold ol .several of Robott's Norman 
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castle*; and town*;—would joii l:>elie*vc it?—^William treated them 
not one bit better tli.iii i«*fore. [Cries of^* Shame 
At these j’vcl.iiiiatioiis Miss Tickleloby Itxjkccl rotitKl very 
sternly. Venn:; pijoplo, young people (exclaimed she), I'm 
astonislititl at yon. iJon’t you kn<)w that such cries on yoilr 
part are highly iniprojun- and .‘jcdititius? Don’t you know that 
by crying uiii “ Sliame ! " in that way, you insult not only every 
nionatch, but cnci v imni->try that ewr exi'-ted? Shame, indeed! 
Shaiii'* on r.'.v, fur daring to (>ur latt; excellent Whig 

Ministry, o'lr ]’n-cnt adiii'rabli' ('fui^'ervatnc Cabinet, Sir 
R'ibf-Tt, Lord luhn, and all -ovary iniwi-^ter that ever governed 
us. 'I'hcy ..'7 ]ir<aiii^a b) britei ii-', they iiil n<'\iT do so. Learn 
respect for yr.ur b''lt< r-N, yuung ]no]»lf, and do not break out 
into such pivm.iiun- ri=b.-lli«in j I'tu' childrcu being silent. Miss 
T. put vJi ii iis yt'i't re < ennfi nam e and t i'’n/inneib\ — 

I will tel! you .1 p!“.i*-iiit joke of ih.it wag, his late Majesty 
King William Knfu . Hr put tiie langdoiu into a great fury 
again*;! the .Vorinan.-, faying, I h.i\e no doubt, that tliey were 
our natural enrmies, and called a huge army together, with 
which, he *-'id. he would go and aninlnl.'itr ihi'ni. The armv 
wa.s o]>hgrd If) a'*! inble, for by the law? id the countiy each 
nijblenian, Knight, thane, and landlujldtT w.is bound according 
to the value of Jus land to famuli so m.iny ‘^uldiers, knowing 
that the king would come down mi their estates else; and so 
being all conv together, and ready m cio'-s the water, the King 
made tlimn a ‘a>erch. 

4 ■ 

" Frieud-j, (.'ounrryinen, and I’MIow-Swldieis (said lie); cem- 
fianion., of niy ti;il, my fi'eliags, and iny' friinc ; the eyes of Kuropc 
are upon you. \’ou are aboat to cmbaik on a most dangerous 
enteipn e , you ".ill li.ueto undergo tin* horror*-of a sca-voyage, 
of wliicii 1 111''d not de.*-cribe to you the ilucomforts (the army 
began to look very blue). You will be laiKlcd in a hostile 
conntn', winch has ln’en laid wa.t'* by nio already in my first 
invasions, as .ilso by llio aecur^i-d j^olicv the despot w'ho 
governs u. • ( /-ns nf ^ Down svitk Rof'etl Shorthose!' * No 
tyra?niy f ‘ Xo \\ rnians In tins nfllK tod naked ypuntry 
the greater pait of ymi will inevitably .starve; a considerable 
number will be cut to pieces by the ferocious Norman soldiery; 
and cvi II if it plea-e Heaven to crown my just cause with .success, 
what will my triumph bv.nefit you, niy friend.s? You will be 
none the brHer f<M it; but will come back many of you without 
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yofir nvms and Icgfs, aad not n, penny richer tliiiti >vhcii you 
went, [/mmeffse sen^,rii\>ff.] 

** Now, I appeal to you as’mcn, as KngHshrncn, as fathers of 
families, will it not lx; better to make a peaceful and honourable 
compromise than to enter upon any sueli campaign ? Yes! I 
knew you would say yc*:, us becomes men of sense, men of 
honour—Englishmen, in a wtjrd. [//uiy, /u-try.'] I ask you, 
then--yo)ir sovereign and father ask'^ you -will it not be belter 
to pay me ten shillings api'-eo all round, and go home to your 
happy families—to your lo\ely ^^ivos, who will thus run no risk 
of losing the partnerof ilnMr biais to smiling who 

may still for many, many years liave their falliers to bless, 
maintain, and cduc;ite them? Offie'.rs, cany the hats rouivl, 
and lake ihc sense of the army.” 

Putting his handkerehiff to liis eye., the benefieent nionarcb 
here sat down : and what wa; the consequence of liis affecting 
appt*al? The h.its were bi*nt round—ih" whole army saw the 
propriety of siibscnbing - fifieru tluMisand prainds were paid 
down on the sfiot—n hi )udv w-ar was a\oicleii—and thus, as the- 
king s.iid, all parties were li'melil'-fl, 

ror all tins, however, lu w.is not long before he had them 
out again, and look .i gieat number I'f liis town.-, and ea.sllc.s 
luun lus brother kobert. At last he got piiS e.s'-ioii of lus whole 
dukedom ; for at ihi-. tim*' all Eiirojie .-ei/'ed with a strange 
fit of irenxy and li.iiixd against the 'I'niks ; one Peter, a hermit, 
went abroad preaching hatred against tli«;si* unbeliever.s, and the 
ncGcs-^ily of t.thing Palestine Irom them, and murdering every 
niother'a son ot them. Xo h-ss than a million tif men set off 
on this errand, 'throe hundu-d tliousand of them marched 
ahcwl, without ^>0(1 or foreihijughi. <-\peeting that Heaven 
would provide them with ncnrislimenl on their march, and give 
them the victoiy over tlu* Saracen.. lUit this [>ious body was 
cut to piece.s ; and as for tl'.e dlang^ of the other seven hundred 
tliousand, what lieri'es commandiri ihesn what dangers they 
overcame, what enchanteis they cle’^tioyed, how they took the 
Holy City, and what eanie of ih-.u' tout]nest—all this may be 
road fiT tiic veracious history of one 'r.isv), but has nothing to 
do with the history of W'llli.im Rufii'.. , 

That shrewd monarch would not allow his i-'kindcrs to meddle 
with the business ; but his br-iiher. honobt kobert, quite sick 
of fighting, ilrmkipg, ari<l govi'rning in Ins cnwi country, longed 
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to go to iPalestino, and having no money (as usual), Willjifim 
gave him a sum for which the other handed over his inbeiitance 
to him; and so Robert was got rid of, and William becatne 
King of England and Duke of Normandy. 

But he did not keep his kingdom? long. There is a tract of 
land calleci the New Forest, in Hampshire, which has been 
called so ever since the C<jnqueror’s time. ■ Once it was a t^iriving 
district covered with farms ami vilJ^ges and clmrches, with mai>y 
.people living in it. Hut conquering King William had a fancy 
to have a Imnting-gionnfl iliere. f.'hurchcs and villages he 
burnt dow’ii; orelunlsaml cornlields he laid waste ; men, women, 
and children he iniile^-lv aw.iy, and gav(^ up the land to 

boar and deer. ,So the people starved .md died, and he had 
his hunting-ground. And .-aich a keen sportsman was he, and 
so tender and humane tijwaul'. tin- dumb animals, that he gave 
orders, if any man kil'e-d a boar, a dei r, or even a hare, he 
should be killed, (jr h.ue his eyes pm c>ut. Up to a late period 
our country enjoyed many of the blesiing-. of that noble code 
of laws. 

His Majesty King Wilham kiifu-. loved sport as well as his 
royal father, and this New I'oieit above .ilk There*were all 
sorts <if legends concerning it. The pef^ple said (but this was, 
no doubt, from their superstitious hatred .^f His Majesty's person 
and race), that, on account of the *.rim(‘s the (Jonqueror liarl 
coimnitted in the spot, it was destined to be fabil to his family. 
One of Rufus'.s biotlier'^, and his ncplu-w, were actually killed 
while hunting there ; and one nioining in the year noo, when^ 
His Majesty was going oui huming, a monk e.uiio and lirophesied 
dciith to him, and wained him to st.iy at home. 

But the scent was lying well on tlio ground ; the king ordered 
the prophet a pur.se of money, ami rode off with his dog.s. 

lie w'as found dead in the w'ood, with an arrow in his breast; 
and nobody knows who shot it: ami what's more, my loves, I 
fear nobody cares. A k'renchman by the name of Tyrrell was 
^upposed to have done the deed ; but 'lyrrell denied the charge 
altogether. His Royal Highmss Prince Henry washunting with 
the king when the accident took jilacc, and as poor Robert 
Shortliosc was aw.ay .lighting the 'lurks, Prince Henry slipped 
into his brother’s shoes, and ruled over the land of Jingland. 

'r.ilking .about shoes, a dreadful religious disturbance occurred 
in England d pro pus dc boites. It was the fashion to wear these 
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will) immense long iocs ; and the priests* who could pardon all 
sorts of crimes, .Wouldn't pardon the long-toed boots. You 
laugh? It is a fact, upon iny word ; and what is more, these 
popes and priests, who could set up kings and pull them down, 
and send off millions of people to fight in crusades, never were 



Mrong enough to ovci .'orue the long-toed boots. 'Hk: Kashion 
was stronger than the I'ope ; .'incl long toes continued to nourish 
in spile of liis cnrsi■ and ne\er \ lelded a single inch until— 
until ruts came in. 


U-CTC’KI- VI. 

*** Hcmy I.—M,}i4ih'— S!tphu —}hnry JI, 

\Vr liave still a little iiuivo tf> hoar of honest Robert Shot those. 
With his usual lin.k, tin.* poor fellow came posting back from 
Jerusalem a month .ifter his brotlur Henry had taken pos.sessioii 
''of 'the Knglish ^,ro\vn ; .ind ihongli at fiist ho made a great 
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noise, and got an army together, with which, as he was a valiant 
captain, he might have done his brother feftme hurt, yet the 
latter purckised him off with some money, of which Shortho^e 
was always in want, and the two came to a compromise, it 
being agreed that Rolxsrt should keep Normandy, and Henry 
England, and that the survivor should have both. 

So Shot those went lioine witli the money liis brother gave him, 
and lived ami made merry as long as it lasted ; and the historians 
say that he was sucli a siK-ndthrift of a fellow, and kept such a 
(.'astle Rackrent of a house, that ho was (‘ompelled to lie in bed 
several days for want of a pair t>f bieechcs. « 

\_MuLh Liui^hU’r al tfu' nuptriurlu J way in which Miss 
'rjC'KMl'Ionv ihe fatal word “ brccclivsf 
Ijiit Henry, for all the agreement, woiiUl not lot his brother 
keep pos'sosbion of lh.it tine Dakedorn of Nunn.indy. He picked 
continual ipiarrels with him, and cmlfd by i.iking possesrion of 
the Duchy, and of Shortleg>, in spite o! his biavi ry, w'hom lie 
shut up in a cattle, where lie lived for near five-and-twenty years 
after. Hi.i fate inspires om: with some regu't, for he was a frank 
open fellow, and had onee, in a siege, •'avoil fioin i.tarv.ition this 
very brother who rol)be<l him ; but In; w.as a fool, and did 
not know how to keep wIi.U he li.iil, and Ileniy was wisi;; .so it 
was better (f»r all jiarties that po<a* Shoilh-gs should go to tlio 
wall. T’cacc be with him ! We shall lieer no mon* of him ; but 
it is something in tlie mid'jt of all there lying, swindling tyrants 
and knaves, to find a in.m who, vii.^sulnte and brutal as lie wa*^, 
was yi t an honest fellf»w. 

King Henry, the first r>i his name, wa'-, from Ins scholarship 
(which, 1 take it, was no gJe.it thing-.; ami am ture that many a 
young l.ady in thi.-. .sciuinary knows more ih.an ever he did), sur- 
iiainiMl Be.iuclorc -a sh.»rp, shifty fellow, -Ueering clear amidst 
all the gloom*-'and tioublesof liis times, and somehow always 
arriving at his end. Ho was admired by all Jsnrojie for his wis¬ 
dom. Me h.id two fair kingdoms whieh h id onee been riotous 
and disorderly, but which he made quiet and profitable; and 
tiiat there might be no iloubls about the .succession to the thione, 
he caused hi.i son, I’rlnce Willi.irn, to be .crowned co-kirtg With 
liini, and thus put the mntt«*r beyond a doubt. 

'there was, howe\er, one obstai le, and this w.as the death of 
rriiici* W’llum. lie was drowned, and hi.s father never smiled 
after. .\nd .ificr all his fighting and .shuflling, and swindling , 
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and flovc-rncss and care, lie had lo die and leave his throne to l>e 
fought for between Ins daughter, and his nephew, one Stephen ; 
of the pariiciilars of whose reign it need only be said that they 
fought for the crown like the devil and tlie baker, and sometimes 
one had it ain^ somelinies the other. At last Stephen died, and 
jSf.aude's son, Henry II,, came to reign over us in the year 1*54. 

He was a, great pi nice, wi^e, brave, and tender-hearted; and 
he would ha\o done much for Ins country, too, winch was 
attaclied lo him, if the Lh'rgy ami the ladies had left him a 
nrointmt’s peace. 

}‘'<.)r a ilelicate fcinale,— J'lii\!! torrrrcf Mi-.j 'I'.' 1 
ivitk rvst'i as iih' s/'/i/f-; the ^-ubji'ct which 1 am now called u[)on 
to treat i-; -ahem ! ‘omewhat dangerous. The tact is, the king 
had married m very f.iiiy lile a l.uly jKissi ^-bing a va'^t deal of 
money, but an iielilfcrrut r'‘nut.ii]i)n, and who, h.rving been 
wicked wlien jom.g. liee.ime very jerilons being old. a:? I am 
gi\en lo understand i** m.t unfrriiucetly tlie case willi my inte¬ 
resting sev. 

(Jucen llle.uior I-.mi' four snii, to \v‘r husband, who was 
jU'tingl) fond of ii'cm all, and did not, I ii.ivf* leas-on to suppose, 
li'. "low upon tin m ///.// ^ .vvo//-v; - •icmiilion in t//>’ 

.scirool i~ wliuh IS necc..'.11 \ (nr .il! voting peojde. to prevent their 
becoming seif weird .lud 'idiitious in in.iuirood, .Such, 1 am 
ioiry to .say, werr all ilje voiing ])iiMces. 'The oltler, whom, to 
prevent mislakes, his fallier had eiowncd during his lifi lime, nr> 
.sooner was crowned lli lu he inntle"tly proposed lo his fatlier lv> 
give up hi' kingiloiu 10 him, .iml when ho refu"ed, rebelled, and 
lied to the King of Tram 0 An- protection. All his brother.> 
rebelled, too iher''wa^ no end to the trcnibh' and perple.xity 
which the iinlnppv king liad lo sufli-r. 

I have .‘■aid that tin* ijuet'n wa-. je.ilons, and, oli! 1 am a*'hanic<i 
lo confes‘5. wlivr ‘’-])i-aking of liis late Sa< red Maje-'ty, a King 
of Kngiamk that the c|ueen in this Instance liad good cause. 
A wonlilc'^s, wicked, naughty, abandimcvl, prolhgate, vile, im¬ 
proper, good-for jioliimg cn'ature, wliom historian", forsooth. 
hiivgj|i.«iilc<i tlown to us imdcr the n.uiu* of I-’,tit llo.saniund-— 
(Fair Rosamund, in<ieed ! a jnvtty jsi-s thmgs are come lo, 
when hiissic" like this arc to lx‘ b'-praiseil and bepiUed!—I say, 
a most wicked, h(;rrid. and aijandoiied peri^on, Ijy name Miss 
Rosamund (’Iiftbn!, had weaned the king’s affections from his 
lady. Queen Kleanor. 
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Supposf* she was old and contumacious; * do not people' 
marry' ‘ for bettor, for worse ? " Suppose she had a bad temper, 
and a worse character, when the king married Her Majesty: ,did 
not he know what sort of a wife ho was taking ?—A pretty pass 
would the world come to. if men were alloweil to give up their 
wives because they were ill-lcinporcd, or go hankering after other 
people’s Irwliob because Ihcu own wito ;i little plain,.or so ! 

\Immensc applause from the ladies present. And it was 
here remarked—thoui^h lae do not believe «7 word of the 
dory -that Mrs. IhNKS looked particularly hard at Mr, 
ISiNKS, ji/r/z/.V, “1$., do you Ihar thtrf f" and IhNKS, 
on his part, lookedpartunlarly fooLdi. 

How this intimacy with this (li.Mcpiitabli- Miss Clifford com- 
niencod, or how long it ciiclured, ia of litlU* matter to us; but, 
my friends, it is cjuitc ck'ar to >oii, that siirh a connection could 
not king escape the vigll.incc of a watchful and .iffcctionate wife. 
"Us true, ITcnry look tins jjcrson to Woml .took, where he ihut 
her up in a castle oi lalnrinlh . Inn he went to see her often — 
nnd, I appeal to any lady lierc, could her Imsband, coul<l any 
man, make continual viiuis to \Vood•^tock■, which is five-and- 
forty miles from 1 .ojulon, wilhout excitingsiit-picum ? [Ac, hq l\ 

“ It can’t be to buy gloves,” thiuight her injured Majesty, 
Queen Mlcanoi, “that he is alwajs travelling to that odious 
Woodstock ■. ”—and she sent her ci.us .aric'- out ; and what was 
the, consecinencc ? she found it vas not glove-making that the 
king was an.xiuiis about-- -but gio\e.makiiig without ihe g ! She 
instantly set off to Wood, tock as fast e.a the co.ich would cairy 
her ; .she proeiinvl adnussiou into the place w'here this saucy 
hussy was, and drawing from her jioeket a dagger and a bowl 
of ptilsou, she bade her to take I'lic or the otla r. Slie preferred, 
it is .s.'ud, the pius''ic acid, and du’il, I have n(» iloubt, in extreme 
agonies, from tiie effects of the ilrauglit. \ Crii < of " Shame/"'[ 
Shame!" who criiss .‘^hanie? I say, in the iiainc of injured 
woman, that, considering the' rude chameter of the limes, when 
|3rivaterevenge was practised commonly, Queen hileanor SKHVfiD 
! illi WOMAN gain r ! [“ Jlcar, hear!" from the /adus,;/J’ A'o, 

\Vc griiwe li» remark th.it Miss Ti« kletnhy, with a violence Of 
lair.5u.'i*;c Oi.it i‘. not niK'Uiinio i anic.ng-1 the jiur.* and a’Ctl of her sex, 
losi's )iij •nijjorlunity nf twittiiii: Qin m I'.ItMU'ir. atid .ihii'-i'ig Fair Roj,a* 
/naiiil. Surely iinl nnpv w L-m.m’s f.ae ou^hi lu di^aim some of the 
wrath of the \'icji:i 1 ukVi<<hy. 
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»o!" from ihe. men; immense uproar from fhc scholars iu 
f*cneral. ] 

Aftfrr tills, for his whole life Ion", Henry never had a moment's 
qaiet. He was always fightiri" one son or other, or all of them 
together, with the King Fr.inee at their hack, Ile was almost 
always*victorious ; hut he was of'a forgiving temper, and the 
young men began and n'helled as soon as Ik* had set them free. 
In the midst of one of lh«,*si: attacks by one of tlj«' jinnccs, an 
attnek was made upon the young man of a sort winch neither 
young nor old c.ui parry He wee, seized with a fever, and 
died. lie besought his father's f^^rgl\<.•ne^s when d\ing. hut his 
dentil dtM‘s not appear to have altered his brothers \Nays, and at 
last, of a sheer bre ken lu ail at liit n perverseness, ii sfvms ih.^t 
Henrv himself died : nnr wouhl he forgive }ns son*, their shame- 
fui conduct to him. 

And whom had he to thank for all tins disobedience ? Himself, 
and Fair HosAMI nu. V» s, 1 iipi.it it, if he liad not been 
smitten with lie;, ilie (|uei.'n wtnild not h.ue been ji aloiis ; if she 
bad not been jealous, would not h.i\e f|uarrel!ed with him ; 
if .slie had not (jii.irreili*d witii liini, ^he wmiUl not have induced 
her sons to resist lum. ami lie might have h d an easy and com- 
hniable life, and l».i\e b' Ueicil llius tlio kingdoms In governed. 

Take caie, tlK'ii, my lie.n >oung fn* mis f you are called 
upcm to govern kingdtuiis, cir ‘•nnph. .i- i* more I’l’cbable, to go 
into genteel busme'-i^es and keep iljrl\ing '^!iuj>,, lake care never 
to of end your Torr>. ; //< r/, /.# irr. i 'I hink of poor King 1 lenry, 
and all the .s(>rroA's he lit ought iijKin himself;—and in order not 
to offend \tiiir wi'm tin* b< st thing von can do is to be very 
gentle to them, and do without ('\ee[aion every single thing 
they bid you. 

At the end of this Lecture, several ladies present came up, 
and shook Mi.ss 'Pukletoby by the hand, saying they never 
heard better doctrine. Ikil th*^ goniU*TiK‘ij, il must be confessed, 
made very light of the excellent lady’s opinion.s, and one of them 
said that, after her confession, i ven if she* were young and h.and- 
sonK.*;»ift)biAly would ask /ur to marry. 

"Nobody wants you, sir." said Miss Tickleloby ; and she 
was more than usually rigid in lior ircatrnenl of that gentleman's 
little boy the next day. 
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LL'CTURn vii: 

Richard the Rlrst. 

The <I;\ngcr of uxlolling toij much the c{unlitte<; of a warrior—In kipgs 
they are more e.specially li> lie wpiehcntleiJ--Kri^htf^iil pteture of 
war-“Its consequences to iiicii —'I'o women Humble danger that 
Miss Tickletoby might have undergone—Tlie Criisadelt—Jealousy 
of Philip Augustus—(JaJl.iutry of Richard -Saladin, his character, 
and the reverence entertained for him by the Hritlsh monarch-— 
Ascalon—Jern-.alein --Richiini’sreturn from I’alestine —Hisr'aptivity 
—Romantic cin umstanccs attending hi-, laiisum - His death—A 
passing rcdi cLiun. 

This is a princi’, rny tlear yonni; creatures, uhoiu I am afraid 
sume of you, Musu r Spry cspociallv, will bo inclined to admire 
vastly, for he was as (]iuirrelsoino and biavi‘ a nuin as ever lived. 
He was fighting all his hfti long - -lighting his biothers, figliting 
his father, fighting with anytjtKly who wo.ild light, and, I have 
no lioubt, domineering twer anvbody who wouldn’t. Wlien nis 
poor old father, wi’.iried out by tin; quarn ls of Imm sons, the 
intrigues of the priests, anrl the ceaseless e.ucs ami anxieties of 
reigning, died in £)a<lnc^s and sorrow, he left Piuice Kicharrt, 
surnamed Lion-Heart, lus kingOoni, and his cur^e along with it, 
he having acted so uiidutifiiny tcavarcL him, ami embittered tne 
last years of his hie. 

Richard was exceedingly sorry for ihe pain he had caused liis 
father, and, inste.id of revenging himself upon Iiis father's 
ministers (who had treated luin as severely as they could during 
King Henry’s reign, and who now, I daic s.iy, (juak<<l in their 
shoes lest King Richard .saould deal hanil) by llieni), he of the 
lion-heart kept them in their plact's and gouil idaces, let us be 
sure, they were; ami Siiid that they had tlone tlu-ir duly by his 
father, and would no doubt be as lailhful to Inm. h'or, truth to 
say, Richard had a heart which harljoutctl no malice; all he 
wanted wra’s plenty of fighting, wljich he condiieted in perfect 
good-humour. 

Master Spry, Hurra! that’s > our •-'ort. 

Silence, Master Spry, you silly boy, you. It may be very 
well for Mr, Cribb, or the Most Noble the Marqucs.s of ^'Cnt— 
ford, to rejoice in punching p'‘ople’.s lieads and breaking their 
nose’s, and to shake hamL before and after; but kings have 
other duties to attend to, as w-c nowadays know very wcll.^ Now 
suppose you were to break a score, oi' lamps m the sirccb or to 
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twist off as many knockers, or to knock clow'n and injure a 
policeman or two, who would be called on, as you have never a 
sixpencc'in your pocket, to pay the* damage ? 

Master Spry. l*a’d pay, of course. 

Yes, ratlwir than tee you on the treadmill, ho would; and so, 
my dears, it’.s the case with ilvse gn'iit kings—they fight, but 
we have to pay. The poor subjects suffer: the men, who have 
no quarrel with any prince in L'hri'-tcndom—as bow should they, 
never having seen one?—niu-al pay taxes in the first place, and 
then must go ami fight, and be shot at and die, leaving us poor 
women, their wives and daughteis, to cleplore tlic.i lObS, and to 
nurse their wf-unds wIkmt tlu’y come hfime. Some forty years 
since (when 1 was young, my loves, and reported to be extrc-niely 
good-looking). King lionaparlo .ind the i'Venoh were on the 
point of invadmg tins country. I'aney wh.it a situation \vc 
should have been m had iht'V ct-me - tliC horrid monsUTs ! My 
mind shudders at the very i<!'M * vcn now. l•Vlncy iny near 
father, the ensign of solunleer'^, lnoiighl home wounded--dying. 
Fancy a do^iLMi of Immljlc snldiei.' I)ili< ted iii the house. Fancy 
some tall ferocious French gem rd, with, great black whiskers— 
I’jnap.irU; hinV'.elf, very lik». ly, or M.ir-'hal Vey, at the very least 
—filling in love witli a beanU'ous young cie.uure, ami insisting 
upon her mairving him : My lovi-s, I wniiM li.ave thing mysiclf 
off London Ikidge tirst. irZ/ov part nj n'hich^ 
vretwri? to hr ironi' a!. ; 

Such -such IS war! and, for my part, 1 profe.ss the greatest 
abhorrence of all such dreadful kinds of glory ; .andliope for the 
days when coekeil-h.ats and bayonets will only be kept as curi¬ 
osities in inuseuins, and s-carlet eloth \i ill he kept to make cloaks 
for old women. 

Hut to reluiii to Ki-'g Riehard--though he professed to be 
very sorry for his tiirbulent eonduLt dining hi.s father's reign, 
- his sorrow' did not lead liiin to mend his ways at all; ns, alas ; 
is usual with all (pianel^-onic pieojile. 'I'he very fii-.sl thing he 
did was to prepare for a great fight; and, in oriler to get money 
for tl]^,«Iie not only tixed hi.s jirople very severely, but sold for 
a trifle the kingdom of Scotland, winch Ins father had won. I 
don’t know wluit the sum wa- which might be considered as 
trifling for the pnrcha:-c of that country,* and indeed historians 

* Miss Tickletoby's evtreme pu*juiiirc .igaiii'-t .SootlanH am! the 
Scotch may be uccountcil fur i.y tfiu fai i, mat an opposition .icadciny to 
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differ about it: but 1 loave you to imagine how hardly he'must 
have been pressed fi^i' coin, when ho could bring such an arlicle 
ns that to j3awn. t 

Whnt was colled the ("hrislian world then was about this lime 
!)er.t njK)n inking Jerusalem out of the hands of the Turks, who 
pos^i'S^-ed it, and banded together in iinincnse numbers for this 
purpose. Many of the princes so longiied were as false, wicked, 
and tyrannous men as evfir lived ; but Richard Cocur-dc-l.ion 
had no artifice at all in his nature, and entered into the under¬ 
taking, which he tlioiiglu a godly one, with all his heart and 
soul. To batter out 'lurks' lirains with his great axe seemed to 
him the lieighl of ('hri-.ti.iriity, and no man certainly performed 
this questionable duty belter than ho. lie and the King of 
France were the leaders r)( the enis.ide; but the killer, Ixilng 
jc.ilous, or plhiclent, cjr disgusteil viitli llu- enlerprihe, went 
speedllv back to Ins kingdom, and left all the glory and all the 
fighting to King Kicliaid. '1 line neviT w.is, they say, such a 
strong and iallant .‘.oldur seen. In battle after battle the Tuiks 
gave w.ay before him, and e«.i)ee>al!y at the .siege of Ascalon, he 
and his army slew no le-''' th.in forty thousap.l yanacens, and 
defeated er)ns.equently .Sultan .Srilarlm, their leader. 

In the intervals of ligluing ii seem:> tint a gre.nt number of 
politenesses pasM-d belVK’en these two princes ; for when Richard 
was ill, Saladin hent him .i box o‘ pilh'. from Ins own particular 
druggist; mid as for Kiehrird. it is s.iid at one lime tliat he 
wanted to knight the gallant Saracen, as tliongh for all the 
W’orld he were an aide-man or a Royal Ae.ailemician. And 
though the Taon-he-tited King fell it hi.^^ Christian duly to 
pursue the 'rurk, and knock his br.iins out if ho could catch 
him, yet he would not deny that he was a noble ami genrrous 
prince, and admired him more than any .sovereign in his own 
camp. Wasn't it rnagnariiniinis? < 3 h, very ! 

At last, after a great number of victories, Richard came irr, 
sight of the City of lerusalem, which was strongly fortified by 
llic 'I'lirkish Sultan ; .and there the Lion-Iuarled King h.ad the 
im.sfortunc to find that there w.as not .a jingle chance^or him 
ever to win it. lli.s army, by the number of glorious victories, 

hers is kept by Mr. M‘Whirter, who, report s.ny?, onre paid his 
addresses to Mis.; Having ‘succcedt il in dr.iwiiijjf off a con.wdcntblc 
number of her iiupils i</ his ^.chool, Mr. M‘\V. at once discontinued 
hib suit. 
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was w^istcd away jyreally. 'I'hc other kingSi dukes, and poten¬ 
tates, his allies, grumbled sadly ; and the end was, tliat he was 
obliged to march back to the sea again—and ybu may fancy 
Sultan Saladin’s looks as he wont off. 

So he quitted the country in disguise, .and in disgust too— 
(as for his army, never mind wh.it hecanie of that: if we lose 
our time pitying the common soldiers, wo may cry till we arc as 
old as Methu'ielali, ami not get on)--kich.ml, 1 say, quitted tlic 
eountiy in disguise and do-gust, and, m ('f»inpany with a faithful 
friend or two, made for homo. 

But as he was tr.i\olling tliiough .Xii-stna, he w. s recogaisetl 
by some people in that country, and sci/eii upon by the Duke 
of Austria, who hah*d him, arid clapi>ed him without any ceie- 
mony into prison. And, I ilare siiy, while tlieie he lieartily 
regretted that, instead of eonnng home overl.ind, he hadn't af 
once taken the ‘:teiinKT to Malta, and .so grn home tljat way. 

'Fancy then, my beloved ln-arcrs, thi'’ great but iinliap.py 
monarch in ]>rison. F.mcv 


him, in a priion dreg's very 
likely, made to lake In-, turn 
on the mill with other fil- 
fciidcr.s, and to li\e on a pint 
of gruel and a penny lo.if .1 
day; he who h:nl b<\n aeeii^- 
toracd to the oe-jt tif Mcluab, 
and was, if we may credit tin 
late celebrated S: i W'al ler 
Scott, partieul.itly partial to 
Wine ! 'Iheii' lie was -a king 
— a great warrior -but l.itely a 
leader of hundreds ot ihou'^ands 
of men, a capliv* in an odious 
penitentiary ! Where was hi-, 
army? again one can'c lieljj 
thinking. Oh. never mind 
were done for long 
since, and out of tlieir pain. 

So you see it is King Richard wi 
for he w./o/ 7 ,killefh 



lb the object of compassion, 


I arn led to b«-lieve that the pri.ion 
not so severe cis it la nowadavs with u.-., 

W w • 


regimen in A istria was 
when if a pn.7oner were 
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heard singing, or playing the fiddle, he Would be prettily Ucklcrl 
by the gaoler’s cane; |br it appears that King Richard ,h{|d 
the coumiantl of a piano, and was in the habit of playing upon 
the guitar. It is probable that the Duke of Austria thought 
there could be no harm in his amusing himself in the lonely 
place in which, unknown to all the world. King .Richard 
shut. 

As for his subjects, 1 don't know whether they missed him 
very much, but 1 have remarked that we jwetty spei'dily get 
accustomed the absence ol our kings and royal families; 
and though, for instance, there is our belcjvecl Duke of Cumber¬ 
land gone away to be King of llanoM-r, y.*t we maiuige to 
bear our .separatit^n from that 'luguit prince with tolerable resig¬ 
nation. 

Well, It was lucky for the king that he was allowed liis piano: 
for it chanced that a poor wnrulenng minstrel (or organ-grinder, 
7 ifc siiould call him), who had no doubt been in the habit of 
playiije tunes before tlie king’s palace ni Saint I.imc&’s Street— 
for, yflff know, the new jjolice wasn't yet invente<l, to <lii\c him 
oft" -I .say the organ-grinder Hlundell liapjieiied to bo passing' 
by this very ca-itle in Anstiia where Kiclianl was, and .seeing a 
big houpe, thought ho iniglit as well venture a tune ; so he began 
that sweet one " Chi'rry ripe, cho-erry .ipe, ri-ip I ery-y and 
the Austrian solcJicrs, who wt'p' smoking tlieir pii^’-^, .'ind are* 
very fond of niii.sie, e\ol,\iined, ‘ Pot/tausend. wa-> i'=t das fiir 
eiii heirlidles Lied?" 

When Richard heard that w'cll-kiiown meloily, which mi 
happier days he had so often heard Madame Ve.stris sing,'*'ho 
replied at once on the piano with *' ilome, sweet Home." 

'‘Hullo!" says lilond<dl, or niur.di'll, ‘'there must bean 
Isnglishnian here, ami stiaightway stnmk ui> “ Rule Hritaniiia" 
—‘'W'h*m llnlain foh-eh-oh-erst at lle-ovn's command,'' &c.- — 
to which the king answered by '* (lod save the King." 

"Ctin it be--is it possible—no--ye^ -is it really our august 
monarch?" thought the minstrel - -and his line eye.s filled with 
tears as he ground the ‘^weet air, “ Who an* you?" 

To which the king answered by a fantasia eomjxjscd of the 
two tunes “ The King, Ood bless him," and " Dicky Ciossip, 


^ ‘ Thi-, '.cttlc'. the great /]uC'»iioii, mauled evciy week in the Sunday 
'2'JmeSj as tu the age uf ihvit lady. 
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Dicky Gossip is the nwn "—for though his name wasni Gossip, 
yet you live he had no other way of explaining^ himself. 

Convinced by these melodies, Mr. Blundell replied rapidly by 
"Charlie is my Darling,” " All's Well,*’ " We only part to meet 
again," and, in short, with every oilier tune which might, as he 
thought, console the loy.il prisoner. 'I’hwi (only stopping to 
make a rapid collection at the g.iit*) lu* po^sted back to London 



as fast as his leg'' would Ciury him, and told the Parliament 
there that he ln<i de,co\cied the pkiee where our adored 
monarch was confined. 

Immense collections were in aanily made throughout the 
country—some snbscnlied of ilKir own accord, others were 
made to siibseiibe; and the Lmporor of (Jermany, wlio was 
made acquai mod with the fact, now, thougli the Duke of Austria 
had otjw said a word about it jneviou Iv, caused the latter 
prjncc 10 give up his pii-'Oner , and i belic\e his Imperial 
Majesty took a good paii of liic rau-'Oin to himself, 

'rims at la'‘t, after 5 ears of we.iry captiMry, our gracious King 
Richard was resioKvl to Ju ust h; 

been to see H>de I’tUk once rnois, and how jo>ful and happy 
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his people were !—I tlarc say he vowed never to quit Buckinghatn 
Palace again, and to remain at home and make his peojpile 
happy. 

Blit do you suppose men so easily change their natures? 
Fiddlestick !—in about a month King Riciiard wab fighting m 
France as hard as ever, and at last was killed before a small 
castle wliich he was besieging. I Ic did not pass six months in 
England in the whole courbc of his four years’ r<;ign: he did 
more harm to ilie country than many a worse king could do; 
and yet he was loved by Ins ixiople for Ins gallantry ; and some¬ 
how, although I know it is wrong, 1 can’t lielp having a sneaking, 
regard for him, 

My loves, it is time that you sUouM g<i to play. 

\Imnieme cnth7tiia\m^ in iJic mubt of •is.'huh Mi-sS T. retires. 


LliCTURl-: Vill. 

As it is by no moans my wish to s.iy anything dibro-spectfu! of 
any sovereign whoever ascended the Bntibli throne, we must, 
my loves, jiass over the reign of Ins late Majesty Kmg John as 
briefly as pobsiblc ; for, between ourseK«'s, a greater rascal never 
lived. You have many of yon lead ('f Ins irilanious conduct to 
Rowena, Cedric the Saxon, and others, in the history of Sir 
Wilfrid of Ivanhoc, and I fear there are other f.icts, tlioilgh 
perhaps not on so good uutliorily, which are still more di"- 
reputable. 

In the [days of the ingenious .Shaksinsare, some of which 1 
have seiMi at Covent Carden, Ills M.ycsty’s nephew, rrince 
Arthur, is nmde to clinih over a canvas wall of .iboul three feet 
high. and rile lamentably of the fall m a ditch, in which a 
mattress has liccn laid ; but the trutli, I fear, is, that Prince 
Arthur .iid not commit suicide voluntary or involuntary, but 
that his Royal I’ncle killed him, for his Royal Uighnc.ss W'.as 
the son of His Majo.sty’& elder brother, and, by consequence, our 
rightful King. Well, well, there are ugly stories about'Kigh 
personages at Court, and yon know it makes very little difference 
to either of tiic princes, now’, whicJi rcigm'd and which didn’t; 
and I dale say, if the truth were known, King John by this time 
is heartily .-orry for his conduct to Ins .august nephew. 
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It nt.'iy Ik.' exi.x;ctwl that I slKuiUl sjH'aik in thii place of a 
celebrated document signml in tins reign, by some called tbe 
commencement of our Lb* rtics, by others Magna Charta. You 
may read this very paper or parcliment at the British Museum 
any day you please, and if yon fnul anything in it about our 
liberties, I am a Duteliman—that i<, a Djitclnvoinan [heary 
hear]', whereas, as the Kegi'-ter of Saint Birlholomi*w's, .Smith* 
field, of the year sevcntct.-n hundred and — ahem !—-as the 
Rc|tister. 1 say, proves, I am a liriton, and glory in the title. 

I’hfi Pope of Rf)me who lived in tho^-o da>s wa^ almost as 
facetious a person as ]*i)]>e Chvgorv, ofwh')iu we h.ive 

spoken ; and what do yon think he did? I'm blo'-'^cd if fie did 
not make a present ol the kingdom f'f l'Xghn’>d to the King of 
Franco ! {immejiu' then aftoiwards ho made a present 

of it to King John \e!y kindly ; .ind the two kings were about, 
as usual, to figlit fur it, wlien the Froneh king’s army was in 
part shipwrocla‘d, and p.irtly bfs-den : and King John himscir 
w'as sebod with an Inin s'^, which pnl an end to him. And so- 
farewell to him. lie relK‘llef] ag.iiii'l his father, he conspired 
against his hnnher, he nnirfl- reil lii.^ nephew, and he t)Tannised 
t-verhis people. I.<1 u-- ^Ivd a t«Mr lor his nn innry, and y>as'> 
f'j) to his .son, King 1 Ifiiry III., who heg.Tii to reign in tlie year 
and wms King foi no less than liit\-si\ vear-?. 

I think the best thing he did during that king periivl was, to 
beget Ills gallant i-on, who n'ignc’l .liter liini, under the title of 
King Fdward the Tir l. 'I he Isnghsh loids, 111 King Henry's 
time, were discontnitcii with Ins nvanin'r of reigning—for he 
was always in the hand-* of one favourite or another; and the 
con&of|nenc'' w.is, dial there w<i<' jv'ipeinal (iimnels between 
the lords and the prince, who was eontinnally turned out of his 
kingdom and bronglil liaek again, or l«H.’kt‘d u]) in pii.son and 
let loose ng.iin In llii' intcrx-iK the barons ruled, setting up 
what is called an tui''.rri hv: wlien Henrv governed himself, he 
was such a soft elfcniiiiate ero.Uure, that I think they might have 
called kh reign a muihii-rn hy. is 

As upt the least ap])lau<e or laughter followed this pun. 
Miss T., somewhat rlisconcerled, sanl—I see you do not wisb 
to hear anydiing more regarding Henry III., so, if you please, 
we w'ill pass on to the history of his son, a wise king, a stern and 
great warrior. It was he w ho first gav<* the C'ornmons of England 
in Parliament any authority or pc-wer to cope with the great 
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hsurons, who had liitliorto carricKi all before thorn; which, with 
the most sincere respect for their lordships, I cannot bnt think 
WAS a chajige for the lx*tter in our glorious Constitution. 

He was in the Holy Land when his fiither’s death was 
announced to him, following the fashion of that day, to fight 
against the Turks, an<l nuirder them for the honour of religiou. 
And hero 1 cannot hcl}> pointing out, how necessary it is that 
men should t^cirr pait from their wives ; for the king, by iiaviug 
his with him, escaped a great danger. A man Of a certain tribe 
called the Assassin-' (wiio have given tlieir names to murderers 
ever since! .slabbed the kmg m his tent with a dagger, where¬ 
upon'the quei-n, and honour be lo lu r, snppo-ing that the knife 
which inflictf'd the wourxl might hav*' been poiscaied, .sueked the 
wound with her own rojal lips, and eaiised Trince Kdward to 
say, that a good wife w.is the vciy be-'t tloetor in the worhl. 

'I'his good fiuecn died abroad, ami her husband caused crosses 
to be erected at tlie diflerenl places when' her hr>dy rested on its 
way to its burial, wlu re the people might slop .iml pray for her 
soul. J wonflcr how many people who pass by ('haring Cro.ss 
nowadays ever iliitik of her, or whether tlu; omnibuses stop there 
in order that the cads and coachmen may Kil tlieir beads for 
good (^uccn Lhnor? 

• From 127-2, when lie Ixjgan to reign, until 1307, when he died^ 
King Kdward was engag^-d m ccasel'^ss wars. Being lord of the 
largest poitiou of the island of (Jrcat Britain, he had a mind to 
possess the whole of it ; and, In ord« r to do so, had to .subdue 
the Welsh first, ami llic Scots afterwards. Lerhaps some of you 
have read an ode liy Mi (iray, beginning " Knin seize thcc, 
ruthless king"? liiiL as not a single piTsoii in tlio. company 
had, Miss T. said, “At any retc, my loves, you have heai^, no 
doubt, of the bards?” 

J/iJT Papa calls Shak^'iTH.Mrc the immoral b.ird of 

Heaven. What is a bard, ma’am? 

Af?s.y T, Why, the bards, as 1 arn led lo btlieve, are W^elsh 
po<}ls, with Jong beard.s, who pl.ayed Welsh airs upon Welsh 
harps. Some people are very fond of tlu'^c airs; llu^ugh, for 
iny part, I confess, after hearing “ Poor Mary .Ann" played for 
fourtiH'ii consecutive hours by a blind harper at Llangollen, I 
rather felt as if I .should prefer any other tune to th.at. 

Master S/ay. Pray, rna’ani, hare the W’clsh airs hanythlng 
like the. W'elsh rabbits? If so, mother can perform ’em vCry 
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prfcttily. ' [j 4 laughs which Miss I'lCKlJs/fOBV severely checks^ 
and continues —J 

This country of Wales King Edward determined should be 
his own, and accordingly made war upon the princes of tlie 
Principality, who withstood liini in many bloody actions, and 
at one time were actually puffed up wiili the idea tliat one of 
their princes should become King of h'ngland, on accoupt of an 
old prophecy of Merlin'i' -- 

/•dv'iihodl Mr ki in’s Pi'np(ir.ciES. 

Let Wr'li-; .ittcnd I die h:iril pnifilieiic said : 

I. V. at si).ill oovMi LU‘wcll>u's Z,"-- Sim. 

From which obscure phra-.e the ivoplc, and Llewellvn himself, 
Wfcic led to believe lli.it ih»‘y would overcome the ;.lern and 
Iiowerful King ol I'ugland. 

But the prophecy was lulfilled in .1 singulnr \v:iy. On \hc two 
amues meeting together on the iiver Wye, IJewcllyn was slain 
by an Engli-di knight, ami his l-.e.id in iknsion crowned with 
ivy. 'I'hc other W'.-bh suveteign, I’liiici' D.tvid, met with a 
worse fate-tlian to die 111 battle: he ri’peniedlv leljelled against 
King J*'dwanl, and w.ts forgiven until the l.isi ijme, wlu-ri lie was 
taken in arms, and ju<igctl to <lie .is .i n*b«*l, so forming the last 
of his line. 

If the king liad had troiilile witli the Welsh, with the .Scots he 
had still more, .ami was 1 occupied iluiing almoit the whole of his 
roign in bjiitling (after liis own f.ishitui, to be sure) that unruly 
nation. 

In one of Ins in\:isions of Scotland, he carried off the fLiinous 
;;>tone on which the Scottish kings used to .sit at their coronation 
—and a very cold seat it must h.n\e been for their Majesties, 
considering their unhappy custom of wearing no small-clothes ; 
which are not the least of the inesthn.ihle, 1 may say ine\pre.s- 
sible, benefits llie Scots have derived fiom coinnicTce with this 
country. 

The regular line of the Scotch kings having ended (never 
mind in whose person, for, after all, a king without panttdoon$ 
is a slWr^’ subjeet to trouble one's head .ibout) the regular line 
Ix'ing ended, there .‘'larteil up seveial cl.iimants to the throne; 
and the lonlsof the country, in .an iwil hour, eailed upon Edward 
to decide w ho .‘•hould succeed. I Ic g.tve a just iward, assigning 
the crown to one John Paliol ; >biil he causctl lialiol to swear 
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fealty to him for his crown, and did not sciiiple about having 
him up to London whenever he was minded. It is said that: be 
summoned him to (,'oiirt six times in one year, when Edinburgh 
was at lea*.! a month’s journey from London. Mo thus the poor 
fellow must have passed the whole year upon the road, btunping 
up and down on a rough-trotting horsi;; and he without what- 
d'ye-call 'ems, too !- -after the fashion of Humphry Clinker. 

'I'hc consequence may be imagired. Bahol was quite worn 



out by such pTjvtnril jolting, h'lcih aiul blood couldn’t bear 
twelve of these journeys in a ye.u*, and he wrote to King Edward 
stating his detciminiition no longer to be .saddled with a 
throne. 

A 

Wisely, then, he retired. lie look up his residence in 
Normandy, where Ije passed his lilc quietly in devotion, it is 
said, and the cultivation of literature. 'J'hc Master of Baliol 
College, Oxford, has kindly comniiinicahvl to me a MS., in the 
handwriting of the retired prince, accomiianied with designs, 
which, though rude, arc interesting to the antiquary. One 
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represents Jolm of Baliol on the North road, which roust has'e 
been in a sad condition indeed at the close of the thirteenth 
century. 

The motto placed beneath the illumination by the royal bard is 
a quaint, simple, and pathetic one. He sa>N touchingly— 

^‘To Scoiys withouton hrychy* rviHnge is not swete. 

1 mote li.ive kept iny ciownc, I shold luive lo-»t rny scale." 

retired, then ; but a greater than ho arose to battle for the 
independence of his country. 


I.KCTlMtl* IX. 

luhL'a]d I.—The Siots tiihl Ihch Claims. 



(/O’T'CHMKN. my dears, you 
know, are iny antipathy, 
and I liad at one time 
tnoiiglit, in these lectures, 
of so (Icinolishing the repu> 
taUoii of \ViHiani Wallace, 
that hL^ton.lns would never 
mcju: hiivo drirod to s[')e:tk 
about hmi. and the numbers 
\vli13 hear me, the millions 
who read me in Punch, the 
coiintlf.s^ myriads who in 
luiiire ages will lefcr to that 
work when we, young and 
old, arc no more, would 
have seen iit once th:i£ the 
(.xploit.s ascribed to him 


wen* fabulous for ilie most. 


n 


y).irt, and his character as' 
• ' doubtful as his liistory. 

Some late writers have been very hard upon him. Dr, 
Lingard, especially, has fallen foul of his claims to be a hero r 
and another .author, Mr. Keightley, has been to the full as 
severe, quoting sentences from the old chroniclers strongly 

L 
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defamatory of Wallace's character. One of these calls him 
<<quidam latro publicus,” a certain common thief; another/ 
writing of his family, says he was “ ex infimA gente procreatus " 
—sprung from the lowest of the low ; but these writers, it must 
be remcnibored, were of the EnglUh nation and w’ay of thinking. 
Washington was similarly abused during the American war; 
and r make no doubt that some of my darlings, who read the 
English newspaper-;, have: scon exaedy the same epithets 
applied to Mr. Daniol O't.'onnoll. 

It is easy to call namo'> in this way, hut let us, my beloved 
young frienrls, bo more charitable: in the case of these Scots 
especially ; for if we take Wallace from them, what liero do we 
leave to the poor creatures? Sir Waller Soott has, to be sure, 
imentccl a few goo<l Scotchmen in his novels, and perhaps their 
actions, and those of Wallace*, are t'<inal]y true. 

But even sup|[K>.sing that he did come of a low stock—that he 
was a freebooter once.—it is clear that In: came t<i command 
the Scotch armies, that he was for a short time Regent of the 
kingdom. So much the more creditable to him then was it 
that, by his skill and valour, he overcame those brave and 
disciplined troo[is that were ''cnt again-'t him, and raised him¬ 
self to the po'^ilion he occupied tor a \vlule over the* heads of 
.1 powerful, Ignorant, cowardly, sordid, tnacherous, .selfish 
nobility, such as that of the Scots v a.s. 

liven poor John LUliol made one or two attempts to rescue 
his crown from the domineering Edward; but these nobles, 
though they conspired .ig.iinst the linglish king, were the lii 
to triMikU: down to hir.i wh-'n he came to assert what he called 
his ijght; and the proof of their lime-i-erving conduct is, that 
King Edward forgave every one of them, except Wallace, who 
was the only man who refused to come to terras with the con¬ 
queror. 

During the king's absence Wallace had tolerable success; he 
discomfited the English leaders in many small skirmishes and 
. siifpnscs, and defeated, at Cambuskenneth, a great body of the 
’*^£ngUsh troops. He thought, too, to have as easy work with 
the king himself, when lidw'ard, hearing of his lieutenant's 
defeat, came thundering down to avenge liim. But the Scot 
was no match for the stern Engli.sh warrior. At Falkirk the 
king gave Wallace's army such a l)(.*ating as almost annihilated 
it, and Wallace was obliged to fly to the woods, when* he was 
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finally seized by one of hi*? former friends and adherents; and 
l^ing.sent to Xxindon, there died the death of a traitor. 

Be warned, then, my little dears, when you conic to read the 
History of the Scottish Chiefs, by my dear friend ,Miss l^5rter, 
that William Wallace was by no means the character w'hich 
that charming historian has depicted, going into liattle, as it 
were, with a Ujar in his oyc, a cambric handkerchief in his hand, 
and a flounce to his petticoat; nor wsis he the heroic creature 
of Tytler and Scott; nor. most probably, the rnlhan that Dr. 
IJngant would have him to be. 

He appears, it is true, to h.ivc been as violent and ferr>cioii; a 
soldier as ever livc'd , in his inroatis into Jiiigland murdering 
and ravaging without [iity. lint such w'as the custom of his 
time; and such being the custom, as we cxcuct^ Wallace for 
murdering tlic I''ijglish, wo must e\eiTso hJdward for hanging 
Wallace whiMi ho I'aughl him. Hanging and murdering, look 
you, were quite eommon in tho-e days ; nay, they were thought 
to be just and laudable, and T make no doubt that Iy^ople at 
that period who objortetl to sucli murders at all wore accused 
of “ Mckly .sontimentaliiv," jn^t as they an* now, who presume 
to lx? hurt whi-n tin* law ordiTs a fi’lluw-crcaluro to be killed 
before the 0!<I ILiiIey. Well, at an> rate, allow u-, to be thank¬ 
ful that we do not live in tl»>.se dajT, when each of us W'oiild 
have had a tliousand moie chances ol being hanged than now'. 
There is no sickly sciiiiineiitality about such a preference as //ur/. 

Let us allow, then, the claims of Wallace to be a hero and 
patriot. Anodier hero arosi‘ in Scotlaiitl after Wallace’s discom¬ 
fiture, who wa:> more ljjck> iliaii he ; but stern King iulward of 
the long shank.s was fiend wluai Hruce’s triumphs were s^^cured ; 
and liL son, Edward of C’arn.irvon, wa.s making-bclicve to 
reign. 

This Bnicc had ln^en for a long time shilly-shallying a.s to the 
side he should lake; whether ho should join his countrymen, 
over whom he might po^^ibly become king : or whether he 
should remain tailhiiil to King J?'flward, and not risk his estates 
or his neck. The latter counsel for sonic lime prevailed ; for, • 
amongst other causes he hail to take .sido.s .against his country, 
a chief one was, hatred of the l-lalioLs. When John of Haliol 
died, his son being then a prisoner in TjOiidon, a nephew of 
John Daliol, called (’oinyn of fkailenocli, became the head man 
in Scotland. 11c had always been found gallantly in arras 
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. against King Edward, doing his duty as a soldier in Falkirk 
fight, and in many other actions, with better or similar fortune 
—not sneaking in the English camp as Bruce was. 

The king, however, who had pardoned the young man tnapy 
times, at last got wind of some new conspiracies in which, he 
was engaged, and vowed, it was said, to make away with liini, 
Bruce got warning in lime, made for Scotland, called a m^t* 
ing with the Regent, Comyn of naclenoch, who granted the 
interview', and hereupon liriiee inurtlered Comyn in God's 
churcli, and at once procUiinie,d himself King of Scotland. 
The Scotch historians havt' tried to apologise as usual for this 
foul and dastardly assassinatum, saying that it was done in a 
heat—unpremcditaled, anrl so forth. Nonsense, my loves; 
Robert Bruce had been shuftiing and intriguing all his life. 
He murdered the man who Mood b« tween him and the crown 
—and he took it, and if you re.ul Sir Waller ScoU’s “ Tjord of 
the Isles," you will see what a hero he has made of him. O 
these Scotcliraen ! the.'e Seotelinu n ! how' they tfe stand by one 
another! 

Old Kfiward came tearing down to the border.s on the ncw.s, 
vowing he would kill and eat Robrrt Hniee ; liut it was not so 
ordained ; the old king was carried off by a mueh more |50wer- 
ful enemy than any bare]egg«*d Scot; and hit. son, Edward of 
Carnarvon (who reigned 1307 -1327), had not the energy of his 
father: and though he mad*, several :itlem]»ts to punish the 
.Scots, was usually left in the lurch by fn.^, nobility, and on one 
occasion, at Bannoekburn, cruelly bcMtcn by them. They have 
made a pretty i)Otber about that Iviitle, F warrant you, tho.se 
Scots: and you may l.oar tailors from (il.isgtnv or Paisley still 
crow and talk big about it. (hve the fellow; their battle, my 
dears; we can afford it. [Cm// As for the 

murden'r, Robert Bruce, hti was, it must be confessed, a 
wary and gallant captain—in good fortune, resolute in 
bad, and he robljcd the English counliC'. to the satisfaction 
of his subjects. It is almost a pity to think he ileserved to be 
hangi'd. 

During the dissensions in JOiigl.tnd, Robert Brulie,-’having 
pretty well secured Scotland, took a fancy to Ireland too—- 
invadcKl the country himself, came rather suddenly back again, 
and .sent his brother ICdward, who even had the impudence to 
be crowned King of Ireland ; but the Isnglish forces coming up 
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with him, took his crown from him with his licad in it—and so 
ended the teign of the Bruces in IrclancL 

As for Edward of Carnarvon, httlc good can be said of him or 
his times. An extravagant idle king, insolent favourites (though 
Gaveston, it must be confessed, was a gallant and dashing * 
fellow), bullying greedy barons, jealou-s that any one should have 
power but themselves, and, above all (alas ! tliat I should have 
to say it), an infamous disreputable vv retch of a French wife, 
fih tlic whole pages of tins wretched king’s reign with their 
rjUiirrels, their vices, and ilieir murders. In the midst of their 
quarrels they allowed the country to be bullied by ihe trench, 
and even the Scots ; the p*;ople were racked and torn by taxes 
and tyranny: the king was finally deposed, and murdered by 
the intrigues of his wicked vixen of a wife, who thd not, however, 
<‘njoy her ill-gotten lionours long ns Regent of the kingdom. 
Kdward the d'hird came to the throne, and of him we will speak 
in the next I^-eture. 

In the year 1356, the Bl.ick Ptince, who had commenced his 
career ten years earher as a gallant young stdilier at ( 'n'ey, had 
an opportunity of achieving for liiniM.-lf a triumph to the full as 
great as that former famous one. Robbing and murdering for 
ten years, as he had been, he had heroine naturally a skilful 
captain ; and now, in 1336, saj tlu' historians, having left his 
chief city of Bonleaux with 12,000 men, crossing the (Jaronne, 
overrunning (^>iuTci, tin* I imousm, Auvergne, and IkTri, 
slaughtering the peasantry, destroying the ecan, wine, and 
provisions, and burning the farmhouses, villages, ami towns, 
Jie was surpriseti near [*oictiers, in the province of Poitou, by 
a largti army, led by King John of France. The Frencli .inny 
■was very large-~lhat of thi* Black Piinee vmy small. “ Heaven 
help us ! ” snul his Royal Highness ; “it only remains for us to 
fight bravely.” 

He was, however, so <lonbtful as to the result of the action, 
that he sent rather modesi [)r(jpos.ils to the Fiencliking, offering 
lo give up his pUinder and prisoners, ami to promise not to 
icrve. agi^iist France for se-ven vears, if tlii' French would but 
let bini off this time. King John, however, replied, that he 
must have the Black Prince and a Immlieil of his chief knights 
as prisoners, before he would h.-'ten to any lerm^ of aecomtno- 
■dation, which idea hi'< Royal Highness " indignantly rejected." 

He beat the King of France, whoic gcuds he was carrying 
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off; he killed the friends who came to help the king, he jdfove 
the king’s servants away; he took King John to England, and 
would not let him return to France again until he had paid on 
enormous sum for his ransom. And this was the mn who 
’ called upon Heaven to defend the right! Ah, my dears, there 
is not a crowded rufli.'iri in Europe who has not uttered the game 
cry these thousand years past, uitesling Heaven in behalf of his 
unjust quarrel, and murdering and robbing with the most sacred 
of all nainos in liis mouth 



Perhap'?the mo'.l annoying part of ilu* wlioh' imprisonment to 
poor King John rnu*-! have btv'n tlu' .iljominaliK* politeness and 
immility of Iiis caj^tor. Taken prisoner, and his grand army 
routed by a handful of starving brigand-?, the king waF; m/irched 
to supper in the conqueror b tent, the prince complimenting him 
by saying that his victory was all eli.incc, that the king ought 
to have won it (and so he ought, and no mistake), and that His 
Majesty was the “garland of chivalry.” Nor would he sit 
ilosMi in His Majt-ity';- presence -m't he--he said he was the 
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suli^ect ?ind only fit to wait upon the king (to wait upon him 
and n>h him); so he fetched the dishes, drew the corks, and 
pe’rfcMtned all the duties of Ilis Majesty's Vellowplush. 

His conduct in carrying his prisoner to London was of the 
same sort. He had a triumphal entry ; the king l^ing placed 
on a great horse, the prince meekly riding a pony beside him. 
ami all the pt^oplc, of course, shouting " Long live thg prince !" 
What humility ! cry the historians; what noble conduct! No, 
uo, tny lovcj., f ‘•ay it was >ham humtlUy, the very worst sort of 
pride: if he WMiiUd to s]>are Ins iirisoner'.s feelings, why didn't 
the prince call a hackncy-conch ? 

In the year 1376, twenty \ears after his victory of Poicliers, 
the gallant lilack Prince (wlio in Prance and Sfniin, at the head 
of his famous free companions, liad fought many a hard fight 
since then) died, leaving an only -,on behind him. Old King 
lulw'urd, who had tu'cn battling and lighting as nuich as his 
son, now in his old age had grown dotmgly fond of a wicWlcI 
hussy, Alice I*i-’tce by name, that had bet>ri maid of honour to 
the good Queen Phihpiia. 'Hie king gue to this good-for 
nothing creature all tlie ipieerrs jewels, she ha<I the giving away 
of all the places about tin- (.onrt, ami behaved in such away 
tliat the P.irlianumt wns ('bliged !«> .stf>p Iut e'LtiM\agance. 

• A year after his sdii, tb.e fnmous old w-niTior, King Jiidwardlhe 
Third, felt that deatli wa-^ coming upcni him ; and callr-d his 
beloved Alice I'jcrce <0 come and con-ole Inin ore he died. She, 
seeing death on his face, io()k the expiring monarch’s hand in 
hers, and pulled his ring off liii fmgu. The servant.', pillaged 
the wardrobes and the hangiiv.s of tlie bed, and dying lidwarcl, 
the terror of Frenehmcn, lay unbeedcil iip<ui his bed, until 
n i)rjcf»l came by chance into ih.c n^om, and knelt down by the 
lung's side, anrl sviul a ptaverwiih him foi the safely of his soul, 
at the end whereof ihe pijiva aloiu* liad the power of saying 
“Amen." 

Hen* Miss TickleU-bv pau'ed with a very .sohann voice, .and 
the lit^le»children letiied wistfully and silently, and W'crc 
all particularly good in '-cliooi the next dav 
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LL'CTURE X. 

Edward III. 

Tiie rc-ifjn of the third Edward has always been considered a 
glorious period of our annals—the fact is, he beat the French 
soiunlly, and it is always a comfort to read of those absurd 
vapouring vainglorious Frenchmen obtaining a beating—imd 
he has had for an historian of his battles oiu' John Froissart, a 
very bad clergyman, as I make no doubt, but a writer‘so exceed¬ 
ingly lively and pleasant, ih.it the scenes of the war arc made 
to pass before tlic reader as if he .s.aw them. No—not as if he 
saw them in reality, by the way, but as if he behold them well 
acted ill a theatre, the princijial oharaelers represented by Mr. 
Charli’S Kean and other splemdid stars of llie si.ige. 

So there is nothing but fighting in the works of the Kev. John 
Froissart—nothing but fighting and killing • yet all passes with 
.such brilliancy, splendour, and gooil-humour that you can't 
fancy for the \Norld that anybody is hurt: and lliough the 
warriors of ■wlmm he .speaks are sometimes wounded, it really 
.secm.s as if they liked it. It is—" Fair .sir, .shall wc for the 
honour of our ladic.s, or the love of the blcsseii Virgin of 
Heaven, cut each other's heads off?" “I am unworthy to 
have the honour of running ihrougii the body sucli a flower t>f 
chiv.alry as you,” replies the other ; and herewith smiling sweetly 
on each other, gauily with pfjnies, and gold, and blazing coats 
of armour, bestriding praneing war-horses covered also with 
gay housings and bright steel, at it the tw'o gentlemen go, with 
lances in rest, .shor.ung their war-cries gaily. "A Manny f a 
Manny ! " *' Our l..ady for Alen^on ! " says one or the other. 

** For the love of the saints parry me that cut, sir," says Sir 
Walter M::nny, delivering it gracefully with his heavy battle- 
sword. *' Par la .Samhlou, be.aii sire, voil.Y im beau coup 
d’cspt''e,” .says the constable to the other, politely, who has just 
split his nose in two, or carried (jfThis left whisker .and cheek ;— 
and the common jK^oplc* go to work just as genteelly'i—whizz ! 
how the bowstrings thrum, as the F.nglish archers, crying 

Saint George for h'-ngband ! " send their arrows forth ! 

Monijoie .Saint Denis!—how the French men-at-arms come 
thundering over the corn-fields, their lances ami corslets shining 
in the 'un !- \s for me, my tle.ars, when I read the story, I 
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fancy myscif, for a moment or two, Jane of Montfort dressed in 
armour, and -holding up my son in my arms, calling upon my 
faithful nobles of Bretagne to defend me and him. 

[//erv Miss Ticklp: ronv, playfully hold of Master 

Timson, lifted kim gaily i» one of her arms^ and stood 
fvr a moment in an heroic attitude ; but the childrent 
7iev€r ha’dng before heard of fane of Montfort or her 
history, 7veri: ,juite frightened, and fancied their vene~ 

, rahle instructress viad-while Master 'fiMSON, tvho 
beheicd he had been ele-aated for the purpose of being 
fogged, set up a roar 7vhich caused the '■^ufthy lady to 
put him quickly down a grin. 

But to speak ot King I'.thvard 111. The fir-st act of his reign 
may he said to have the sddng of one Mortimer, the 
queen’s lover, whom he caustd to be h.Tnge<l, and of Her 
Majesty, whom ho placed in n castle, where she lived for the last 
seven-and-twenty years of her life, with a handsome allowance 
made to her by her son. 

The chief of In'-. tinn‘ hon'.iftc r wa-' filled uji with wari;—iliose 
wars winch are so i))e:isant to read of in Kroissart, before 
mentioned, but whicii 1 need not tell nny little ehilfl here who 
ever by chance hns had a black eye <n' a whipping, are by no 
means plca.«.uU in realilv. When we rcaiii that the king’s son, 
the Black rrinee, burned down no less than five hnndreil towns 
and villages in the .*^oixth of h’rance, la3iiig the country WiV-tc 
round about them, and driving the population ITt'aven knOw.s 
where, you mav fancy wh.u the character <if lhc‘,c wars must 
have been, and that if they were good fun to the knights and 
soldiers, lhe\ w«Te by no means so pleasant to the jieople. 

By such exploits, however, the. reign of Kdwturd is to be noted. 
Rolx'rt Bruce being dead, and his son a child, Kdward fell on 
Uic IScots, slaughtered forty thousand of them at Halidon Hill, 
and aided the younger Riliol, who in return promised the sub¬ 
mission of hini'^elf and kingdom to Rnglaiui, to taken temporary 
possession of the throne. The Scotch, liowcve'r, soon rose 
.agains^Jiiiliol; and Kdward Hnice got lack hi.s crcAvn—such as’ 
it was. 

Then our 1-ord Sir Kdward took .i fancy to France, and upon 
a most preposterous claim ad\anced by him, assumed the 
French arms, called himself king that country, and prepared 
to take po^.jcssion of the '-'amc. 'riic fit it thing he did, to this 
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end, was fo obtain a glorious victorj' over the French navy, 
Uiking no less than two. hundred and forty of their ships, {ind 
killing I don’t know how many thousands of their men. 

I don’t know if the French wore •'wtxjden shoes "m those 
days, but the ICnglish hated them for that or some other equally 
good cause; and the Parliaments for ever granted the king 
inonr'y to carry on the war in a'^sertion of his just rights. Just 
rights, foi-sooth !—a private nt.in putting forward such claims to 
another’s purse, and claiming his just rights with a pistol at your 
head, w'ould be hanged for his pains. Hi.'-liops and priests said 
pr.ayers for King Kdwarrl, and judg«'s and lawyers wrote long 
lying documents in sui)[)c>rt of hi-, c.mse. 

In spite of the hundreds of thous.ands of pounds which hiS 
subjects ga\e him, and the hundreds of thousands of men he 
bioiight into the held ag.iinsl the King of France, Isdward for 
some time made very little \N.iy, and did not overcome the 
French king’s armies —for the very good reasi>n, that the latter 
would never meet him. And it is a singular thing that, when 
the two armies did meet, and the hhiglidi obtained those two 
victories about which wo have been bragging for Jioar live hun¬ 
dred years, we did not light until wo were forced, and because 
we could not lielji it. Parning, rubbing, ravaging, Edward's 
troops had arii\e.'l at llie gates of Par:-., not with the hopo of 
conquering the country, but of pluu'ieiing it simply ; and were 
making the be-.t of thou way li.mie again from the pursuit 
of an imineiise French army winch was pn\ssing them very hard, 
when Edw.ird, fmfling he could not escape w’ithoiit a fight, took a 
desperate .stand and the be-* groun<l he coulii find on the famous 
hill of Cressy. 

ll«Tc, sheltered amidst the \iiie-, tin; Engli:-h archtirs and 
diiviilrytook their posts ; and the blundering French, as absurdly 
vain and supercilious in those days as they are at this moment, 
thinking to make easy work of ccs soqui/i.\ cTAuiflais, charged 
the hill ami the vineyards—not the English, who w ere behind 
them, and whose arrow's slaiighUred them williout pity. 

When the lingo mas<; of the Freneh army w.as ihrow'p intodift- 
ovder by these arrows, tlieEngli'-h riders is‘'Ued out and plunged 
among fheni, murdering at their ease; and the result was a 
glorious triumph to the Briti'^h arms. King Edward’s son, a 
lad of fourteen, distinguished himself in the fight, holding his 
grotjnd bravely agaiu'-t the onU t\-'-pi.*ctable attack which the 



LECTURES ON ENGLISH HISTORY. 


55* 


French scciti to have made in the course of the day. And ever 
since tliat day, llie Princes of Wales, as you know, have had for 
a crest that of an old King of Bohemia (the blind old fool I), who 
could not see the English, but bade his squires load him towards 
them, so that he might cxchangi* a few coups dc hnce with them. 



So the ‘/quires laml thtMr l)ndle'> into hi.-j e their attack, and 

were run through tlu- l)od\ m a minuit*; sf.K’VK RKiiir. 

say I. 

Whilst Eflwurd figliting tin-, V Iho'^e marauding 
Scotchmen, under David ItriK’e their king (as great a 
robber, my dears, as hi, falhei), thvniglit might take advan¬ 
tage of the unprotected slate of liie kii . and cante across 
•the, bordej: in groat force, to plunder as But 1 am happy 

to state that Her M.ijesty, Q Phihppa, heailing a small 
English army, caught tlumi at a ice cahed iN’cvil’s (Jross, and 
utterly defeated tl * thiv.-vish rogu killing vast numbers of them, 
•jthe was as kiud-I wted, too, a: e was bmve. For at the siege 
of Calais, after !■ iwanl had rshif ‘d the town, ho swoic in his 
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ra^e at the resistance of the garrison^ that he would hang sia of 
the principal inhabitants, These unhappy six came before 
him " in their shirts, with baltcis round their necks," the cJd 
dironiclers say. 

The qnceii interceded for tlieir lives; the monarch granted 
her prayer, and Her Majesty gave the poor burghers what most 
have bwn very acceptable to them after six mouths' starvation,. 
a comfortable meal of victuals. 

" I hope they went home first TO i»Ri:ss I'OK I)I,n.ner," hete 
remarked an intelligent pupil. 

" Of course they must have done so, ray dear, "answered Miss 
Tickletoby; "but, for my part, I bt'lievc that the whole scene' 
must have k'en arranged previously between the king and 
([ucen; indeed, neither o( them could help laughing at the 
ridiculou'i tigura the burgesses cut," 

The comixiny separated in immense goal-humour, saying that 
the Lectim'r had, on this occasion, mingled amusement with 
much stern instruction. 








